Maggie heard her pursuer pick up speed to match 
her brisk pace. 


She dared to take a quick look back and slowed, 
squinting into the misty fog rolling in from the 
ocean. A shadowy figure suddenly emerged from 
the haze, closer than she‘d thought, and headed 
straight for her. 


With a scream, she turned and ran. 


aggie Watson, a recent transplant 

to the idyllic seaside town of 

Somerset Harbor, Maine, has been 
tasked with organizing a 25-Mile Antiques Sale 
and auction as part of the town’s annual Arts and 
Music Festival. She’s adjusting well to her new 
life in her beloved late aunt’s hometown, but she’s 
anxious about making her mark as chairwoman of 
one of the area’s biggest annual events. 


Initially, everything seems to be going as planned. 
Several antiques dealers along the scenic New 
England coast participate in the sale, and the 
auction generates a lot of buzz. On opening 

night, excited tourists vie for their favorite 

antique pieces at the auction. But when the 
auction ends, one disgruntled attendee is found 
in a dark alley nearby, having lost something 

far more valuable than a bid . . . his life. 


(continued on the back flap) 
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66 
| not sure I can handle all of this,” Maggie Watson said, 
dropping registration papers on the counter of her shop, 
Carriage House Antiques. 

Early morning sun filtered through the front window and 
illuminated the pages as they fanned out on the rich maple 
countertop. A single paper floated to the floor, and Maggie bent 
to retrieve it. 

“You can handle this, Maggie,” shop manager June McGillis 
said, shifting on her stool. She adjusted the cloisonné ballpoint 
pen she often wore on a chain around her neck. Maggie’s Aunt 
Evelyn, from whom she’d inherited the shop, had given the pen 
to June years ago. June’s habit of losing pens was legendary. 
“You're organized and a born leader—perfect skills for the 
25-Mile Antiques Sale committee chair. You'll succeed. I know 
you will.” 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence. I hope you're right.” 
Maggie quickly scanned her to-do list for the upcoming sale, 
a new feature of the Somerset Harbor Arts and Music Festival. 

Scheduled to begin that day, the festival would run through 
the Fourth of July weekend. Maggie thought it was exciting that 
festivalgoers would be able to enjoy the music of local musicians 
as well as the artistic creations of area residents in Greenway 
Town Park. The festival had been held every summer for fifteen 
years, and Somerset Harbor Historical Society president Ruth 
Harper always chaired the event. This year the committee had 
added a 25-Mile Antiques Sale, which Maggie had agreed to 
oversee. Antiques dealers within a twenty-five-mile stretch along 
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the Maine coast were hosting special sales and donating items 
for a big auction. The auction would take place that night in the 
Somerset Harbor school gym, and all proceeds would go to the 
historical society. 

“T can’t believe it’s Friday morning already.” Maggie retrieved 
a box of auction fliers from under the counter. “And it’s almost 
seven. If we have any hope of getting back here in time to open, 
we should get going.” 

June slid off her stool, ran a hand over her short strawberry 
blonde hair, and grabbed her purse. “I can’t wait to see what the 
other dealers have in their inventories. Maybe Ill buy a thing 
or two.” 

“Don’t get too excited.” Maggie shouldered her tote bag. 
“We have never paid full retail price for an antique before, and 
I’m not starting now.” 

“Ah,” June said, “but everyone is having a sale, and with five 
other shops participating, there’s bound to be something I want to 
buy.” She cast a sideways glance at Maggie. “Besides, I know you 
have your eye on that 1840s carpetbag at Carol Hansen’s shop.” 

“But that piece will be sold at our auction, so technically it’s 
not retail. It will cost whatever price the crowd sets.” 

“Uh-huh.” June smirked as they strolled toward the door. 
“Keep telling yourself that buying it at auction is different if that’s 
what you need to do to justify your purchase.” 

“Okay, you're probably right.” Maggie knew full well that 
she would make an exception for the bag in Carol’s shop, which 
was similar to one her aunt had once owned. 

When Maggie used to visit Somerset Harbor as a child, her 
Aunt Evelyn would always fill a carpetbag-style satchel with 
antique items. Then Maggie and her aunt would take turns 
pulling an item out of the bag and making up a story to go 
with it. Maggie had journeyed the world in her mind on those 
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lazy summer days, and she still had such fond memories of her 
aunt’s bag that she wanted this one for her private collection as 
a reminder of those special times. 

At the door, Maggie dug out her keys with her free hand, 
and June stopped near a vignette that she’d set up especially for 
the sale. June had chosen a summer theme for their selection. A 
Victorian birdcage hand-painted red, white, and blue served as 
the centerpiece, and a sunset seascape oil painting was displayed 
behind it. A rare Victorian-era basket sat off to the side, as if waiting 
to be taken on a summer picnic. June straightened the beautiful 
Heywood-Wakefield basket, then stood back to admire it. 

“You did an amazing job on that.” Maggie pulled open the 
door, feeling fortunate to have such a talented employee. “Thank 
you for your hard work.” 

June settled her sunglasses on her nose. “No thanks needed. 
You know how much I love creating displays.” 

A welcome cool breeze drifted in from the harbor as Maggie 
and June got into Maggie’s Jetta. 

She drove out to the road and past the town square, where 
patriotic banners dangled from shop windows and large pots 
of matching flowers hung from corner streetlamps. “Everything 
looks so festive. I can’t wait.” 

“You've fit in so well here since you took over the shop that 
I forget this will be your first time at the festival.” June smiled at 
her. “Especially given that you’re overseeing the antiques sale.” 

“It’s no biggie,” Maggie said, but it had been a challenge 
to get all of the other antiques dealers to agree on everything. 
She only hoped they would come through for her, which was 
why she planned to stop in at each business to check on them 
this morning. 

She parked in the lot near Greenway Town Park and 
climbed out of the car, pausing to admire the rows of white 
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tents already filled with paintings, sculptures, wood carvings, 
and many other items handcrafted by area artisans. Streamers 
fluttered from the tents, and small American flags were strung 
across the walkways alongside lights that would sparkle into 
the night. 

From what June had told her, the event had grown over 
the years and had spread to include the neighboring school 
athletic fields in addition to the town square. The festival was 
now recognized as the top art fair in the state thanks to Ruth’s 
strong organizational skills. Maggie hoped her own work in 
the antiques sale portion of the festival would live up to Ruth’s 
exacting standards. 

“There’s Ruth.” June pointed across the lot to the Welcome 
table at the park entrance. 

Ruth’s aqua knit top was easy to spot as she worked on setting 
up the table. When she caught sight of Maggie and June, she 
waved a cheerful hello, and they hurried across the lot toward her. 

Maggie set the fliers on the festively decorated table. “It looks 
like everything is coming together.” 

Ruth nodded, then frowned. “Looks that way. But after 
chairing this event for ten years, I know something will go wrong 
at the last minute.” 

“Has something happened?” June asked. 

“Nothing so far, but I’m expecting it will.” Ruth eyed Maggie 
“You're not here to tell me about a problem with the antiques 
sale, are you?” 

Maggie shook her head and tapped the fliers. “I’m just dropping 
these off, and then June and I are going to make a quick stop at 
each antiques shop to make sure there are no unexpected issues.” 

“Perfect.” Ruth’s smile returned, forming dimples in her 
cheeks. “I appreciate all of your hard work. Thanks to you, the 
antiques sale has already been a boon to the local economy.” 
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“How’s that?” Maggie asked, pleased. 

“The Oceanview Hotel is booked up with visitors. Many 
of the customers said they were here for the antiques. Couldn’t 
pass up a sale, they said.” 

June elbowed Maggie playfully. “See, I told you the sale was 
irresistible—even to you.” 

Maggie chuckled and caught sight of Ina Linton, another 
member of the historical society, walking toward them. She 
was petite and fit, and even at seventy-five, she seemed to have 
no intention of slowing down. Her navy slacks were a perfect 
complement to her red-and-white striped top and the large straw 
hat sitting jauntily on her head. Her cotton-white curls peeked 
out from under the brim. 

Ina lifted one foot, clad in a bright white athletic shoe, and 
waved it at Ruth. “I’ve got my go-fast shoes on, so put me to work.” 

“I’m afraid I have some sitting for you to do first,” Ruth 
replied. “I'd like you to staff the visitor table this morning.” 

Disappointment reigned on Ina’s face. 

“You're perfect for the job, Ina,” Maggie cajoled. “No one 
knows more than you do about this area. And you always have 
a smile for everyone. You're the best ambassador I can think of 
for our town.” 

“You're a smooth talker, Maggie Watson,” Ina said, giving 
her a wink. 

Maggie laughed. “You can use those go-fast shoes tonight 
when I put you to work at the auction.” 

“Til hold you to it.” Ina smiled, the skin near her eyes crinkling. 

“We need to get going.” June gestured at Maggie's car. “Maybe 
we should have taken my SUV. There’d be so much more room 
for all the things we're going to buy.” 

Maggie mocked a stern look similar to one her mother would 
have used on her years ago. 
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June grinned and said good-bye to Ruth and Ina, then linked 
arms with Maggie and propelled her toward the parking lot. 

“Help!” Maggie called over her shoulder. “I’m being abducted 
by a woman on a mission to break the bank.” 

The women’s laughter carried on the breeze, and joy replaced 
Maggie’s earlier anxiety. She loved Somerset Harbor and the 
people who lived there. She was especially fond of her friends 
in the historical society. And then there was James Bennett, 
a local alderman and preservationist who worked to restore 
historical homes to their original state. He was knowledgeable 
in history and antiques, and he had been so helpful to Maggie 
since she’d come to Somerset Harbor. He wasn’t hard to look 
at either, but he and Maggie were just friends— good friends. 
She’d lost her husband a few years ago, and she wasn’t sure 
she was ready to think of another man in a romantic way. 
But she couldn’t deny that there was something very special 
about James... 

“It’s a perfect day for a drive.” June buckled her seat belt, 
the sharp click drawing Maggie’s thoughts back to the present. 

Maggie started her car and eased into the light traffic, then 
pointed the car north on the coastal highway toward Pelican Cove. 
The sea always grabbed Maggie’s attention on this road. In the 
bright sunshine, the surging water was stunning as it crashed 
against the craggy rocks along the road. But it was hard for her 
to fully appreciate the view. She'd had a close shave on this road 
around Christmas, and she couldn’t help but feel a little anxious 
each time she made the drive. 

Thankfully, June chatted about the sale and antiques all the 
way to Pelican Cove, providing a welcome distraction. When a 
small strip mall came into view, Maggie pulled the car into the 
parking lot of Grandma’s Antiques and took a moment to look at 
the lovely beach across the road. Even this early in the morning, 
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couples strolled arm in arm on the golden sand, and children 
frolicked in the waves. 

“T love the look of this mall,” June said. “What a great idea 
to paint all of the businesses different colors.” 

Grandma’s Antiques, their destination, was painted a bright 
fuchsia color. Next door, the taffy-and-fudge shop was done in 
lime green. The clapboard of the T-shirt vendor on the opposite 
side was covered with such a bright shade of turquoise that it 
almost hurt to look at it for too long. 

“It definitely grabs your attention.” Maggie noticed that 
a police car was parked in front of Grandma’s Antiques and 
a uniformed officer stood talking to the owner, Carol Hansen. 
“Uh-oh. You don’t think something bad has happened, do you?” 

“Normally I’d say no,” June replied. “But with the way 
mysteries seem to pop up around you, I wouldn’t be surprised.” 

Maggie shook her head. She might have solved a few 
mysteries since she’d come to Somerset Harbor, but that didn’t 
mean she found one everywhere she went. 

“Let's find out what's going on.” Maggie grabbed her clipboard 
and started for the shop, followed closely by June. Gritty sand 
whipped across the street and into her sandals. She ignored the 
irritation and focused on the sixty-something woman clad in a 
bright floral blouse. 

As they drew closer, the worried expression on Carol's face 
became clear. 

Maggie reached her and asked, “Is everything okay?” 

Carol dabbed a tissue at red-rimmed eyes. “Someone broke 
into my shop last night.” 

“I’m so sorry.” Maggie’s gaze shot to the building, looking 
for any sign of the break-in. “Did they take anything?” Please 
not the carpetbag, she prayed silently, feeling selfish even as 
she did. 
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“I didn’t find anything missing.” Carol’s chin trembled. 

“That's good.” 

“Yes, but still...” Carol’s tears brimmed over again. “It’s a 
violation of my privacy. Someone was in there doing whatever 
they pleased with my things.” She shuddered. “I’m terrified to 
be in the shop alone now.” 

Usually, Carol was open and friendly. To see her frightened 
and upset was heartbreaking, and Maggie immediately resolved 
to do whatever she could to help. 

“I can call your niece,” the officer suggested. “I’m sure Penny 
would be happy to spend the day with you.” 

“Thank you, Officer Anderson, but no. I think I'll close up 
shop for a few days and take it easy.” 

“Close the shop?” Maggie asked, fighting down panic. If 
Carol closed because of a break-in, would other shop owners do 
the same to prevent break-ins of their own? “I want you to feel 
safe, Carol, and if you must close, Ill understand. But if you do, 
people will be so disappointed. Some of them have traveled a 
long way for this part of the festival.” 

“Really?” Carol asked dubiously. 

Maggie pulled a brochure from her clipboard. “See? You're 
listed in the brochure and in our ads, and the Oceanview Hotel 
is filled with die-hard antiques lovers eager to drop by all of 
the antiques shops. I’m sure they’ve already plotted out their 
schedules, including a visit to your lovely shop.” 

Carol nibbled on her lip. 

“You should be perfectly safe here,” Officer Anderson added. 
“There will be plenty of people around this weekend, and I'll be 
walking among the crowd all day.” 

“If you think so.” Her voice still shook, but Carol lifted her 
chin in resolve. 

“Thank you, Carol,” Maggie said. “If at any time you feel the 
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need to change your mind, would you please call me? And let me 
know if there’s anything I can do to make you feel more at ease.” 

Carol nodded and turned to gaze at her shop. 

With that problem solved —at least for the moment— Maggie’s 
thoughts switched to the break-in. “Do you have security cameras 
by any chance?” 

”Yes,” Carol said. “But the intruder knew about the camera 
closest to where he was. He covered the lens with a sock.” 

“That’s too bad.” Maggie thought for a moment. “If you’d 
like, I’d be glad to have a look around to see if I can help sort this 
out.” Secretly, she was itching to find out what had happened. Why 
would someone go to the trouble of breaking in and not take anything? 

Officer Anderson snorted with amusement. “I suggest you 
leave the investigating to the police.” 

“Of course,” Maggie said, fully intending to stay out of the 
officer’s way. But once he left, she planned to do a little looking 
around on her own. 

As June often said, mysteries had a way of finding her, and 
she was never one to turn the other way when one needed solving. 
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Wir all of the details that still needed to be worked out 
for the evening’s auction, Maggie’s day flew by, and she was 
relieved to find she had time for a burger—grilled to perfec- 
tion by the high school band boosters—before heading over to 
the gym to organize volunteers for the auction. She loaded the 
thick patty with lettuce, pickles, and the special secret sauce a 
few enterprising parents had developed after years of holding 
this fundraiser. Maggie took a huge bite, and the tangy, sweet 
sauce made her hum with appreciation. She could tell why 
they’d been so successful with burger sales each year. She took 
her time, savoring each bite while listening to the local accor- 
dion trio that was playing on the center stage. 

Dressed in patriotic attire, the female octogenarians swayed 
as they worked their accordions. Small children danced at the 
base of the stage, and their parents looked on fondly. All too 
soon, it was time for Maggie to get back to work. 

She finished eating and strolled over to Daisy Carter’s mini 
coffee bar. All the other vendors had chosen plain white tents, 
but not Daisy. Hers had pink stripes and looked as cheerful as 
she did. As the owner of The Busy Bean coffee shop, Daisy had 
filled her tent with baked goods and every selection of flavoring a 
coffee drinker could imagine. She'd set up bright yellow and pink 
Adirondack chairs and lime-green tables in front of the booth. 

Daisy wore clothing as bright as her tent; she was dressed in 
hot-pink capris and a black-and-pink checked top. Her lipstick 
matched her capris, and she’d added a pink floral belt to complete 
the ensemble. 
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Maggie wound through the chairs to reach the counter. “Will 
you be able to attend the auction?” 

Daisy patted her brown hair, twisted into a sky-high bun. 
“Depends on business. We’ve been running ragged all day. If it 
keeps up, I'll have to stay here.” 

“A good problem to have.” 

“Except we'll be up half the night baking.” Daisy grinned. 
“I might even need to get Harry to help.” 

Maggie giggled at the thought of Daisy’s husband —a big, 
burly fisherman—baking anything. “Well, I hope to see you at 
the auction.” 

“Oh, don’t worry,” Daisy said with a wink. “If I’m there, 
you'll see me.” 

Maggie chuckled at her friend’s comment and joined the 
throng of visitors perusing the artwork. She greeted her fellow 
residents as she walked to the school gymnasium, where Principal 
Bill Johnson waited at the door. 

“Nice night for an auction.” His bald head gleamed as he 
unlocked and pulled open the door. 

“I couldn’t ask for better weather.” Maggie followed him inside. 

“Wait here while I turn on the lights.” The principal headed 
for the electrical panel in the equipment room. 

She stood in the glow of the exit sign above her head until 
the lights snapped on, illuminating the large space. At the end 
of the business day, dealers had dropped by with their antiques, 
and she and June had displayed them on long tables near the 
auctioneer’s podium. 

Maggie's gaze drifted to the carpetbag, and she couldn’t resist 
taking a closer look at it. At the table, she ran her fingers over the 
flowery carpet remnant, the coarse texture reminding her of the 
days with her aunt. Her fingers itched to open the chunky wood 
frame, shaped like a large doctor’s satchel, with its ornate lock. 
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How she longed to create a story to go with the bag. Navy and 
cream flower designs were woven into the carpet, and a hard 
bottom gave the bag structure, allowing it to stand on its own. 

Maggie heard the door open, and she turned to see fellow 
historical society member Fran Vosburg enter the gym. Fran’s 
dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail that swung as she hurried 
across the gymnasium to join Maggie. In her late thirties, Fran was 
the youngest member of their group, but Maggie often thought 
she seemed wise beyond her years. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Fran asked. She was owner of The 
Quilt Cupboard, and anything to do with fabric caught her 
attention. “The stories it could tell.” 

Maggie nodded. “That’s why I want it.” 

“Then I hope you get it.” Fran looked at her watch. “Almost time 
to open the doors. Do you still want me to register the bidders?” 

“Yes, please. Follow me.” 

Fran settled at a table by the door as Liz Young, another 
member of the historical society, came in. A sparkly metallic top 
that she’d paired with black capris brought out the silver streaks in 
her short blond hair. As Pastor David Young’s wife and a licensed 
psychologist, Liz counseled members of Old Faith Chapel. She 
had such a warm, inviting personality that Maggie had assigned 
her to one of the most visible jobs of the event. 

“Perfect timing,” Maggie said. “I can review the registration 
process with both of you at one time.” 

Liz took a seat next to Fran. “There’s already a crowd building 
outside.” 

“Sounds like we're going to be busy, then.” Maggie reviewed 
the procedure and forms that the bidders needed to fill out. After 
answering a few questions, she left the pair chatting about their day. 

Maggie spotted Ina standing by the door, a big frown on 
her face. 
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Concerned there was a problem, Maggie joined her. 
“What's wrong?” 

Ina wiggled her foot. “Still haven’t made decent use of 
my go-fast shoes, and I paid a good bit of money for them.” 

“Not to worry.” Maggie let out a sigh, relieved that nothing 
was seriously wrong. “I have the perfect job for you.” 

“What?” Ina asked skeptically. 

“I need someone to jot down the numbers of winning bidders. 
James will serve as our auctioneer, and he will call out the winner’s 
number. Fran and Liz should catch it, but I want to be sure we 
get it right. You write the number on a note card along with the 
winning bid amount and deliver it to Fran and Liz.” Maggie 
teasingly wagged a finger at Ina. “You'll have to be meticulous 
and get the numbers right, but I know you can handle that.” 

“Of course I can,” Ina scoffed as her eyes shone with delight. 

Maggie handed Ina a stack of note cards preprinted with the 
item numbers and their descriptions from her clipboard. “These 
are in the order that the items will be auctioned tonight, so it'll 
be easy to keep up.” 

“You can count on me.” Ina gave her a mock salute. 

The door opened behind them, and James joined them. 
“Ladies.” He had a ready smile for Ina and Maggie. 

“Good to see you,” Maggie said. 

James glanced around the room. “I’m excited to see all the 
donated items.” His love of historic preservation and antiques 
made him the perfect choice for auctioneer. 

“Let’s get you set up with your gavel.” Maggie led him to 
the podium. 

He picked up the large gavel they’d borrowed from the 
city council and hefted it before whacking it on the wooden 
circle made for that purpose. A loud bang sounded, drawing 
everyone's attention. 
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“Feeling powerful, are you?” she asked. 

He smacked the gavel against his palm and grinned. “I’ve 
been an alderman for some time. Maybe it’s time to move up to 
the next level so I can wield this bad boy more often.” 

Maggie grinned at him. “I would never have asked you to be 
our auctioneer if I’d known it would go to your head like this.” 

“Don’t worry. It'll pass,” he laughed. “Now what exactly 
do I have to do?” 

She explained the details of his job, making sure he knew 
that he had to be sure the bidding had stopped before declaring 
an item sold. 

“Sounds easy enough.” James turned his focus to the items. 
“June told me you're going to bid on a carpetbag. If you're 
winning, should I make sure the bidding is over on that too, or 
bring down my gavel while you're ahead?” 

For amoment she thought he was serious, but then a playful 
expression came over his face, and she rolled her eyes. “I’ve got to 
open the doors. Let me know if you have any serious questions.” 

She checked on all the workers to be sure they were in place 
before she approached the door. She wished June could be there 
to help since she was a hard worker and very good at organizing 
a group. But June was busy at the shop, along with Maggie’s 
daughter, Emily, who’d come home from college for a few days 
to help during the big sale. 

She pulled open the door to see a big crowd standing outside. 
“Welcome. Please come in and—” 

Maggie’s greeting was drowned out as the crowd surged 
inside, pushed past her, and flooded to the tables to view the 
items available for bidding. Several people crowded around the 
carpetbag and inspected it carefully. Drat. She’d hoped to be the 
only one bidding on it, but it was in great condition, and she 
supposed she should’ve expected competition. 
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She circled the room, mingling with customers and answering 
questions until James announced that the auction would begin 
in three minutes. Bidders hurried to get the best seats. 

The auction began, and bright yellow paddles waved in the 
air at a frenzied pace. Prices escalated ridiculously fast. At this 
rate, Maggie wondered how much she would have to pay for 
the carpetbag. She’d set a budget of $200, but now it looked like 
the price could go higher. 

When it was time to bid on the carpetbag, Ruth handed it 
to James, who held it up for the crowd to see. Maggie leaned 
forward with her bidding paddle firmly in hand. 

“Item twenty-eight is an 1840s carpetbag in pristine condi- 
tion,” he read from the card June had prepared for the bag. “The 
vivid pattern is highly sought after, and the leather accents are 
in excellent condition. Most importantly, the wooden frame is 
intact with no breaks.” He looked up. “Tl start the bid at $125.” 

Maggie lifted her bidding number into the air. 

“T have $125. Do I hear—?” 

“One-fifty!” a man with a phone to his ear shouted, waving 
his paddle marked with the number fifty-two. He leaned in a 
casual pose against the collapsed set of bleachers, but even at a 
distance the intensity in his eyes was clear behind his wire-rimmed 
glasses. He was tall, with thick black hair and bright red tennis 
shoes, and he looked to be in his early thirties. 

“Do [hear a bid of $160?” James asked. 

“One-sixty!” Maggie announced. 

“One-eighty!” the man called out. 

Maggie’s heart thumped hard from the thrill of competi- 
tion, and she didn’t wait for James to announce another price. 
“One-ninety.” 

The man pushed off the bleachers and shot Maggie a look. 
“Two-twenty-five.” 
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Maggie stifled a gasp and looked at James, not that he could 
help her decide if she should bid again. She’d be overpaying for 
the item, but she couldn’t put a price on memories, could she? 

“Two hundred twenty-five dollars going once.” 

“Two-thirty!” she shouted and turned to look at her opponent, 
but he’d disappeared. 

“Aha,” she whispered. He couldn't take the heat. 

“Two hundred thirty dollars going once. Two-thirty going 
twice.” James slammed down the gavel and grinned at her. “Sold 
to bidder number one for $230.” 

Maggie felt herself beaming. Part of her wondered what 
had happened to her competitor and why he’d given up. They 
had exceeded the value of the item; maybe he’d dropped out 
because of that. No matter—she now owned the bag, and she 
had little time to dwell on the purchase or the other bidder with 
the work she had to do. 

She helped with the final items and then moved to the cashier’s 
table located next to the exit. A soft breeze floated in through 
the open door, cooling Maggie as she sat to collect payments. 
Bidders started lining up, and she made sure to thank each one 
for their support. 

Bidder number fifty-two advanced on the table and glared 
at her. A sore loser, she suspected. Not an uncommon thing at 
an auction. 

“Congratulations. Which item did you win?” she asked, 
pasting a smile on her face. 

He dug out his wallet. “Number fifteen.” 

Maggie ran her finger down the list recorded by Fran and 
Liz until she found his bidder number next to a pair of metal 
sprockets. She strolled to the storage area and found the bin 
containing the items. 

One sprocket was about eight inches across with fanlike 
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teeth lining the edge. The other was eighteen inches or so witha 
sawtooth edge and crosspieces in the middle. She lifted the bin, 
sagging under the weight of the wrought-iron pieces. Returning 
to the counter, she carefully wrapped each item in tissue and 
then put them in a bag. 

Bidder number fifty-two watched her every move like a 
hawk, as if he thought she wanted to steal that deal out from 
under him too. She kept her composure and collected his money. 

She forced herself to keep smiling as she handed the bag to 
him. “Thank you for supporting our historical society.” 

“Right,” he said with a snarl. “This auction is rigged. The 
auctioneer was clearly favoring locals.” 

Maggie blinked. “What are you talking about?” 

“Sure, like you don’t know what I mean.” He spun with a 
huff and marched out the door. 

Trying to figure out what the bidder meant by his outburst, 
she watched him walk away but soon lost him in the crowd. 

“Well, he seemed like a spoilsport,” Fran said. 

“Do you know him?” Maggie asked. 

Fran shook her head. “He doesn’t live in Somerset Harbor.” 

Maggie knew she shouldn’t let the man bother her, but as she 
collected money from the customers in her line, she continued 
to feel unsettled. Each time she walked back to the storage area, 
she checked to see if he was still in the gym. But she suspected 
if he was as angry as he seemed, he’d have stormed out of the 
building and left town by now. 

She decided a break was in order. Leaning close to Fran 
she said, “Can you hold down the fort while I step outside for 
a breath of fresh air?” 

Fran nodded. 

Maggie meandered outside. The sun had plunged toward 
the horizon, and the sky was a mix of reds and purples, casting 
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long shadows into the lot. A rock band had taken the music stage, 
and deep bass notes throbbed through the night. The streetlights 
illuminated the area, and Maggie’s gaze landed on Ruth standing 
nearby, next to a large portable classroom. A crowd had gathered 
around the older woman, and she had one hand clasped over 
her heart. 

Ruth stood transfixed, her finger pointing at the area between 
the classroom and the main building. “He’s d-d-dead,” she 
stammered in a rare display of distress. “He’s been murdered!” 
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Mharesie didn’t want to go into the void between the build- 
ings, but she had to see what had put the horrified look on 
Ruth’s face. She inched toward the space and rounded the 
corner. The first thing she saw was a pair of feet encased in 
bright red shoes. 

Number Fifty-Two? 

She faltered but slid closer, trying to see the man’s face. 
His glasses lay on the ground next to him. Blood stained the 
side of his head. He wasn’t moving, and his skin was white, 
his lips blue. 

It was definitely Number Fifty-Two. And it looked like he 
was dead. 

She peered at his chest, looking for any sign that he was 
breathing. His chest was perfectly still. His hand still held the 
handle of the bag she’d filled only minutes earlier with the 
sprockets, but the bag was empty. 

Did someone kill him for the sprockets? 

Maggie had limited knowledge of the value of such items, 
but she didn’t think they were worth killing over. 

Either way, the police needed to be notified. She dialed 911 
on her cell phone. 

“T need to report a murder,” she said, though she didn’t 
know if Number Fifty-Two had truly been killed or if he’d fallen 
and hit his head on the metal stairs that led up to the portable 
classroom’s door. She added the location and the circumstances, 
and the operator promised to send an officer right away. 

Maggie rejoined Ruth, who hadn't yet regained her composure. 
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“Maybe you should go inside and sit down,” Maggie suggested. 

Ruth shook her head. “I can’t. I’m a witness, and I need to 
be here when the police arrive.” 

“What exactly did you see?” 

“The dead man was talking to another guy a few minutes 
ago, and they were arguing. I walked away, but I forgot my 
clipboard so I came back. That’s when I found the dead man. 
The guy he argued with wasn’t anywhere around, so I want to 
keep an eye out for him.” 

Maggie felt her stomach knot. If the other guy had indeed 
killed Number Fifty-Two, then Ruth had actually seen the killer, 
and she could be in danger. 

“Did this man see you?” Maggie asked. 

Ruth shrugged. “I caught a good look at his face, but honestly, 
I think he was too busy arguing for my presence to register.” 

Maggie sighed, hoping that was the case. She hated to think 
that a killer might come after Ruth to keep her from talking. 
“What did he look like?” 

“He’s about six feet tall and muscular,” Ruth said. “He had 
stubble on his face like he hadn’t shaved in a few days. He wore 
a cap, but I saw blond hair sticking out underneath. The cap was 
black with what looked like the letter P embroidered on the front, 
so I’m guessing it’s a Portland Sea Dogs cap.” 

The cap was commonly worn by many of the men in the 
area who supported the nearest baseball team. “Besides the cap, 
what else was he wearing?” 

“Jeans. Navy T-shirt.” Ruth shook her head. “If I’d known 
this would happen, I would have paid more attention.” 

“Actually, Ruth, your description is very thorough.” 

“He was kind of rugged, like he didn’t have a desk job but 
worked with his hands.” A big frown drew down her mouth. 
“Trouble is, I just described most of the fishermen in the area.” 
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“Did you catch any part of their argument?” 

Ruth shook her head. “I was too far away to make out 
their words, but their voices carried and their body language 
screamed ‘angry.”” 

“As we wait for the police to arrive, it might help if you keep 
thinking about the argument. You might remember something.” 

Ruth nodded. “I am so sorry this man was killed, but I also 
have to think about the effect it’s going to have on the festival. I 
would hate for people to think it’s not safe to attend or not want 
to come in future years because of it.” 

Maggie hadn’t thought of the wider-reaching effects. “Do 
you think people will associate the incident with the festival 
after this year?” 

“T think it’s a good possibility.” Ruth peered at Maggie. 
“You're so good at solving mysteries. Would you be willing to 
look into this?” 

Ammotsuret=% 

“Please?” Ruth pressed. “With the festival going on, our little 
police department is already taxed. They barely have enough 
officers to patrol the festival, much less look into a major crime 
at the same time. After something like this, theyll want to make 
sure the festivalgoers feel extra safe, so theyll have patrol to focus 
on as well as the investigation.” 

“T see your point.” Maggie hated to think of anyone feeling 
unsafe in her lovely little town. She wanted to get to the bottom 
of this to be sure that festival attendees would continue to feel 
welcome at the event for years to come. “Ill do what I can.” 

Ruth clutched Maggie’s arm. “Thank you. Let me know 
what I can do to help.” 

Maggie glanced around the area, taking mental notes of the 
scene. A gray pickup with a door open was parked in a handicap 
space next to the trailer. A silver Subaru Forester was parked 
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next to it. She jotted down the license plates in the notebook she 
carried in her purse, ready to share the information with the officer 
who’d just arrived on scene, closely followed by an ambulance. 
After parking at the curb, the officer stepped out and settled his 
cap on his head. Even from this distance, Maggie could tell it 
was Officer Robert Linton, Ina’s nephew and the officer she’d 
worked with on several mysteries of late. 

Officer Linton and the EMT team hurried across the parking 
lot, the onlookers parting like the Red Sea to let them through. 
Maggie was glad to see Robert had gotten the call. He took his 
job seriously, and despite his boyish appearance, he was about 
Maggie’s age, with over twenty years of experience to handle 
the investigation. 

“Maggie.” He offered a quick nod of acknowledgement. “I 
hear you made the 911 call. Tell me what happened.” 

She told him about seeing Ruth in a state of shock. “I recognize 
the deceased. He bought a pair of metal sprockets at the auction. 
I don’t remember his name, but his bidder number was fifty-two. 
The sprockets were in the empty bag that he’s still clutching in 
his hand.” 

“And he was arguing with a guy right before this,” Ruth 
added, then recounted the details of what she’d witnessed. “The 
deceased isn’t local, nor was the man he argued with. I never 
saw either of them before today.” 

“And the other man isn’t in the crowd right now?” 

Ruth shook her head. 

“Okay, good, Ruth. Thanks for your help. Let me get things 
organized here, and then I'll get a description from you.” 

The officer joined the EMTs, who were checking the man’s 
vitals—or lack thereof. One of the technicians shook his head at 
Officer Linton, his expression grim. The officer stared at the dead 
man for a moment, then shined his flashlight around the area. 
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“Do you think he was murdered, or is it possible that he fell 
and hit his head?” Maggie asked. 

“At this point, anything I could tell you would be specula- 
tion, and I don’t want to start rumors.” Officer Linton made eye 
contact, and he didn’t need to verbalize his opinion. It lingered 
in his troubled expression. He clearly suspected foul play. 

“T understand,” Maggie said. 

He pulled out a small notepad and pen. “You said you didn’t 
remember his name, but do you have it and his address listed 
somewhere in his auction paperwork?” 

She nodded. “T'll go get it. Be right back.” Maggie squeezed 
Ruth’s arm, then rushed toward the gym. 

Despite Officer Linton’s care in not starting rumors, Maggie 
heard rampant speculation as to the man’s identity and how he 
was killed as she made her way inside. A few bidders still stood 
in line to pay, but they were the only people still in the gym. 

Maggie joined Liz and Fran, both still seated at the table. At 
her approach, they looked up. 

“Ts it true?” Fran asked. “Was someone murdered?” 

“We don’t know,” Maggie answered honestly. “But a man 
has died.” 

The situation suddenly hit her, and her legs felt wobbly. She 
quickly took a seat and reached for the pile of registration forms. 
She flipped through the stack until she spotted the fifty-second 
bidder and ran her finger down the page to his name. 

Ike Wynne. Maggie recalled that the copy of his driver’s 
license that they had required for registration had listed his age 
as thirty-three. His death was horrible no matter how she looked 
at it, but to die at such a young age was even more of a tragedy. 

Memories of their heated bidding war came flooding back. 
He’d been avidly seeking the carpetbag, and Maggie was still 
surprised that he’d dropped out of the bidding. 
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Had his bidding been interrupted by the man Ruth saw him 
arguing with? And did the mystery man have anything to do 
with the items Ike was interested in? 

Too many questions and no answers. 

“So Mr. Wynne,” she whispered as she stared at his name 
on the form. “Exactly what were you doing in Somerset Harbor, 
and why did someone want to kill you?” 


va foe provided Ike’s information to Officer Linton, and 
when she returned to the gym, she found her daughter, Emily, 
perched on the corner of the cashier’s table, chatting with Fran. 
With all of the excitement, Maggie had forgotten that Emily had 
planned to stop by after she finished helping at the shop so they 
could visit the festival together. 

Maggie smiled. Despite the terrible turn the day had taken, 
simply looking at Emily brightened her mood. Her daughter 
was becoming such a beautiful woman. Emily had gathered her 
shoulder-length hair back into a ponytail, and its sleek black 
color gleamed under the gym lights. She wore white shorts 
with a navy T-shirt. Her feet, encased in sandals, swung back 
and forth, and she appeared as young and carefree as a teenage 
girl should be. 

“Hello, sweetheart,” Maggie said. “How did you get in here 
without me seeing you?” 

“You were busy talking to the police officer.” Emily’s eyes 
narrowed. “Is it true? Was someone really murdered here?” 

Maggie didn’t want to have to discuss such a horrible incident 
with her daughter, but the news would be better coming from 
her than a stranger. “It looks like it. Officer Linton just told me 
that the medical examiner said the victim was hit over the head, 
and he believed it to be the cause of death.” 

Fran peered up at Maggie, her eyes dark with worry. “Since 
the sprockets are missing, do you think Ike could have been hit 
with one of them?” 

“The medical examiner said it was too soon to say, but I 
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think it’s possible.” Maggie told Emily about Ike’s bidding on 
the sprockets and the carpetbag. 

Fran thought for a moment. “I know he bid against you, but 
did you know him?” 

Maggie shook her head. 

“But you do plan to investigate the murder, right?” Emily asked. 

“I feel like I have to,” Maggie said. “This is the first auction 
to be associated with our lovely festival, and I’m responsible for 
everything that happens surrounding it. I couldn’t bear to have 
something so awful tarnish the event for visitors to Somerset 
Harbor, and Ruth has asked me to look into what happened. 
Hopefully we can get this sorted out and ensure the safety of 
everyone here.” 

“You're a good friend,” Fran said. “And if Ruth asked for 
your help, I know you'll give it your all.” 

“Mom’s the best.” Emily smiled at Maggie. 

Maggie hugged her daughter’s shoulders in reply. 

Officer Linton marched into the gym and straight to the table, 
stopping in front of Maggie. “I'd like to get your full statement 
now if you're up to it.” 

“Sure.” Maggie took a seat. “What do you need to know?” 

He took out his notepad and flipped a few pages. “What can 
you tell me about the missing sprockets?” 

Maggie grabbed an auction brochure that was lying on the 
table, turned to the sprocket page, and laid it in front of him. “As 
you can see, they’re made of wrought iron from the late 1800s. 
The value for the lot of two was around seventy-five dollars, but 
he actually paid ninety for them.” 

“Not of great value, then,” Office Linton mused as he made 
notes on his pad. 

“No. The real value in sprockets like these today is for their 
use in decorating.” 
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“Either in the steampunk trend or as industrial design, 
both of which are really popular right now,” Emily added, her 
knowledge of current antique trends delighting Maggie. 

“Steampunk?” the officer asked. 

Emily nodded. “It’s a style inspired by industrial steam- 
powered machinery from the nineteenth century.” 

“Okay, so the sprockets probably aren’t worth killing over.” 

“Not likely,” Maggie said. 

“From what I remember,” Fran interjected, “there was only 
one other person who bid against him for the sprockets, and she 
didn’t appear to be too upset after losing out.” 

Officer Linton nodded. “It’s unlikely that she killed him to 
get her hands on the sprockets, but I’d still like to talk—” 

“T’ve already gone through the bid slips, and I have her 
name and number ready for you.” Maggie flipped a few pages 
on her clipboard and pulled out a page where she’d jotted down 
the information. 

Office Linton took the paper and pocketed it. “I’ve also heard 
from a few others that you bid against the deceased for a bag of 
some sort. Is that in your auction book too?” 

Maggie nodded, turned to the carpetbag in the brochure, 
and handed it to him. 

He studied the picture and ran his finger over the description. 
“It says here that the opening bid was $125, but you paid $230. 
Is it actually more valuable than the suggested bid?” 

She shook her head. “We both wanted the bag. It has senti- 
mental value for me. Ike disappeared in the middle of bidding. 
Also, you should know he was talking to someone on the phone 
while he was bidding. I suspect he may have been trying to buy 
the bag for someone else.” 

“Odd,” Officer Linton murmured. 

“Telephone bids aren’t that odd.” 


34 Susan Sleeman 


“No, not that. We didn’t find a cell phone on him.” Officer 
Linton’s forehead furrowed. “Are you positive you saw him 
talking on a phone?” 

“Absolutely.” Maggie sat on the edge of her seat. “Do you 
think his assailant stole the phone? Maybe that’s who Ike was 
talking to, and he had to take the phone to cover his tracks.” 

“Hard to say at this point.” Officer Linton tapped his pen 
on his notebook. “Could I take a look at the bag that caused the 
bidding war?” 

“Sure. In all the excitement, I haven’t had a chance to pay 
for it, so it’s still in the holding area.” Maggie led him to the area 
cordoned off beside the stage. 

Emily followed, but Fran remained at the table. Maggie’s bag 
was the only unclaimed item remaining. She lifted it from the 
bin, and at the touch, memories of her late Aunt Evelyn warmed 
her heart even in the midst of the difficult moment. 

Maggie took the bag to the cashier’s table. 

Officer Linton opened it, then peered inside and gave the 
exterior of the bag a careful examination too. “I don’t see anything 
special about it.” 

“Oh no,” Emily warned with humor in her tone. “Never say 
an antique isn’t special to an antiques aficionado.” 

“T didn’t mean it like that.” Officer Linton peered sheepishly 
at Maggie. “I meant it doesn’t seem to have anything about it that 
would be worth killing over. Nothing suspicious.” 

“No offense taken,” Maggie said. “And I agree with you. 
This whole thing is quite a puzzle to me too.” 

Emily studied the bag. “You said this is more valuable than 
the sprockets, right? So maybe the killer was expecting this Ike 
guy to leave with the carpetbag. When he didn’t, the killer thought 


Ike was hiding it. They got into a fight, and Ike was accidentally 
hit over the head.” 
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“Perhaps,” Officer Linton replied, but he didn’t appear to 
believe it. He flipped over the bag and pointed at the leather 
nameplate. “Do any of you know anything about a Lavinia Taylor?” 

Maggie shook her head. “I don’t know any Taylors who live 
in Somerset Harbor, but I’m relatively new to town.” 

Officer Linton faced Fran. “What about you, Fran? Do you 
know of any Taylors around these parts?” 

She shook her head. 

“Maybe the bag is from Lavinia’s single days, and she lived 
in Somerset Harbor under her married name,” Maggie suggested. 
“Since we're so far removed from that period in history, none of 
us would know about it.” 

Officer Linton pointed at the brochure listing for the bag. “Or 
since it was donated by Grandma’s Antiques in Pelican Cove, 
maybe Lavinia lived near that shop.” 

The conversation sent Maggie’s mind spinning with questions, 
and she was eager to get started on finding answers about both 
the murder and the history of the antique. 

“It’s getting late,” she said to Officer Linton. “Is there anything 
else you wanted to ask before we leave?” 

He appraised her for a long moment. “Ruth told me you were 
going to investigate this incident to try to clear the festival’s name.” 

“Well, ‘try’ is the operative word. Ruth asked for my help, 
and I will certainly do what I can.” 

“I won't bother telling you to leave it to the police because 
you won't listen, but I want to caution you to be very careful. If 
Ike was killed because of the bag and you now own it, you could 
be in danger too. Watch your back.” He gave her a pointed look, 
then tipped his cap and walked away. 

“Is he right?” Emily asked. “You might be in danger?” 

Maggie waved her hand to downplay any threat. “He’s 
probably overreacting.” 
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Emily nipped her lower lip, something she’d done since 
childhood whenever she was worried. 

“Why don’t we head out to the festival now?” Maggie suggested. 

Emily released her lip, but her eyes still held concern. “If it’s 
okay with you, Id rather go back to the house. After working at the 
shop all day, I’m wiped out and ready to relax at home with you.” 

“Home sounds good,” Maggie agreed. “I want to look up 
Ike Wynne on the Internet and see what I can find out about 
Lavinia Taylor too. Since you're better at online research than I 
am, would you help me?” 

Emily perked up. “Sure.” 

Fran stood. “I'll find Bill and get this place closed up so you 
can spend more time together.” 

Maggie smiled at her friend and tapped the carpetbag. “I 
need to pay for this before I take it home.” She withdrew cash 
from her wallet and counted out the right amount. She wasn’t 
even going to think about what it meant that she’d promised 
herself she’d only spend $200 on the bag but had withdrawn 
$300 from the ATM. She suspected she’d been willing to spend 
that much on the bag right from the get-go, and that went against 
her frugal nature. 

Fran tucked the cash into the box, recorded the purchase, 
and wrote out a receipt. When she looked up at Maggie, her eyes 
were narrowed. “Do you think this murder is going to ruin the 
entire festival?” 

“It could do just the opposite. Once people hear about it, 
they might show up to Sauk That’s what I’ve noticed happens 
at crime scenes on the news.’ 

Fran nodded. “The festival has withstood several bad incidents 
over the years, so I suppose it can withstand this.” 

“T’ve never heard of anything bad happening at the festival 
before,” Maggie said, confused. 
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“One year we had such a big storm that the entire area was 
flooded, and the event had to be canceled. Another year, the 
company that provided the tents forgot to reserve them, and the 
artists had to set up without any protection.” 

“Let me guess. It rained and ruined their work.” 

wYepg 

“Still, [haven't heard anyone mention either of these things. 
But I suspect a murder will be talked about for years to come.” 

Fran sighed. “I suppose so.” 

“Which is why I have to do my best to find the killer and hope 
that the reason for murder isn’t directly related to the auction. 
At least that way when people gossip about Ike’s death, it won’t 
have anything to do with the security of the event itself.” 

“But if a sprocket was used to kill him, then it already does,” 
Emily interjected. 

“That's speculation at this point. We'll have to wait for the 
medical examiner to rule on it, and of course, the sprockets will 
have to be recovered.” 

“If one of them was used as the murder weapon, what are 
the odds of that happening?” Fran asked. 

“Depends on what they’re for, I suppose. If they’re important 
and were bought because they actually do something, then I 
doubt the killer will discard them.” 

“Then let’s hope the one used to hit Ike is of some value 
and hasn’t been flung into the ocean or something.” Fran made 
a shooing motion with her hands. “Now, off you two go so I can 
get this place locked up.” 

Emily picked up the bag, and Maggie linked arms with her 
daughter again, enjoying every moment of their time together. 
As they went outside, Maggie braced herself for questions from 
curious onlookers, but everyone, including Officer Linton, had 
departed from the parking lot. 
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Maggie sighed with relief, thankful to be alone with Emily. 
The temperature had cooled, and the muggy air had thinned. 
The full moon hung in the sky, the moonbeams shining bright 
on the parking lot as if nothing horrible had transpired there a 
few hours earlier. 

Emily gestured toward the portable classroom. “Is that where 
it happened?” 

Close enough. Maggie nodded but kept them moving toward 
the car so Emily wouldn’t dwell on the incident. They drove 
in silence down Wharf Road, which was home to both the 
historical society’s house and The Lobster Quadrille, a fabulous 
restaurant where Maggie had eaten frequently since coming to 
town. Visitors still packed the streets, and Maggie had to drive 
slowly to navigate around the roads closed off for the festival. 
The city had voted to seal off the downtown area during the 
festival to encourage visitors to stroll down the road to the local 
shops and not have to fight the summertime traffic. Maggie 
had to admit that the plan seemed to be effective. Store owners 
had displayed merchandise outside their shops, and throngs of 
people surrounded the tables. As they neared home, Maggie was 
thankful June was holding down the fort at the shop so she had 
one less thing to worry about tonight. 

They arrived at Sedgwick Manor, the magnificent nineteenth- 
century Colonial Revival mansion that Maggie now called home. 
Her late aunt had lived in the three-story house, which was sided 
in clapboard as was common for the seaside town. Painted a pale 
yellow with white trim and black shutters, the home was stately 
and welcoming at the same time. 

Together they climbed the front steps to the porch flanked 
by large columns, and Maggie unlocked the door, which featured 
a decorative stained glass design in the center panel. Inside, 
she flipped on the light switch, bringing the Swarovski crystal 
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chandelier to life above them. Sparkling lights danced on the 
walls and reflected into even the deepest corners of the foyer, 
casting out shadows. 

Emily closed the door, and Maggie secured it after her. 

“Why don’t I make some popcorn?” Emily suggested. 

“That would be perfect,” Maggie replied, remembering all 
the times they’d shared popcorn while Emily was growing up. 
“Tl be in the office.” 

Maggie took the carpetbag from Emily and headed to the office. 

Every time she entered the room and spotted the flame 
mahogany pedestal partners desk with its embossed leather 
blotter, memories of Aunt Evelyn came rushing back. When 
Maggie had been a child, she had loved snuggling with books 
in an overstuffed chair placed across from that very same desk 
while her aunt completed paperwork for the antiques shop. 

A contented sigh slipped out. Maggie had come so far from 
her childhood books to running the antiques shop herself. She 
set the carpetbag on the desk and pulled the early-twentieth- 
century embossed desk lamp closer to shine on the bag. Hoping 
she’d find something on it or stashed inside that would provide 
a lead on Ike’s death, she ran her fingers over every inch of the 
exterior. Finding nothing out of the ordinary, she opened the 
middle clasp on the top of the bag and ran her hands over the 
silk lining. Nothing. 

Emily entered the room, bringing with her the scent of 
freshly popped popcorn. She set a tray that held a large bowl of 
popcorn and two tall glasses of ice water on the desk. “What are 
you doing with the bag?” 

Maggie explained her actions. 

“You sound disappointed.” Emily stuffed a handful of 
popcorn into her mouth. 

Maggie dropped into the chair. “A bit, I guess, but I didn’t 
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really expect that solving the mystery would be as easy as finding 
a lead hidden in the bag.” 

Emily swallowed. “Mind if I take a peek?” 

“Go ahead. Ill get started on looking up Ike.” Maggie 
opened her laptop. Once connected to the Internet, she typed 
Ike Wynne into a search engine, then sat back to enjoy the 
familiar way her daughter’s face scrunched up when she was 
concentrating on a task. 

Emily’s tongue peeked out at the corner of her mouth, and 
a look of determination claimed her face. Suddenly, her head 
popped up. “You're right. The bag doesn’t seem to be hiding 
anything, unfortunately.” 

Search results appeared on the computer screen, catching 
Maggie’s attention. “Maybe these links will give us something 
to go on.” 

Emily grabbed another handful of popcorn and joined Maggie. 
She munched for a few moments and then said, “The third one 
down looks promising.” 

Maggie clicked on the link and was taken to a website for a 
private investigator named Ike Wynne. “Do you think the victim 
was a PI?” 

Emily pointed at the screen. “Click on the ‘About’ page and 
maybe there will be a picture.” 

Maggie selected the link, which held photos of a business 
storefront in Portland and information about Ike having been a police 
officer for five years, but there was no picture of the man himself. 

“Darn,” Maggie said, her mind already working through 
the reasons why the site didn’t contain a picture. 

“I suppose it makes sense that a PI wouldn’t want his picture 
on his website, or people might recognize him when he followed 
them.” Emily popped the last bit of her handful of popcorn into 
her mouth. 
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Maggie grabbed a fistful herself and munched on it as she 
thought about her next course of action. “I have his address from 
his registration form. If by chance he works out of his house, it 
should match the office address listed here.” She got her notepad 
and compared the address on it with the one shown on the screen. 
“Tt doesn’t match.” 

“Give me the address and Ill use a map site to see if the office 
and his house are located close together.” Emily dusted the salt 
from her fingers and took over the laptop. 

Maggie rattled off Ike’s home address and enjoyed more 
popcorn as Emily worked her magic. 

“They’re within five miles of each other,” Emily announced. 

“This might be the right guy, but it’s not certain by any means.” 

Emily snapped her fingers. “Ill search for an image of Ike 
as a police officer, and then you can compare that to the guy you 
saw tonight.” 

“Great idea,” Maggie said, thankful for the suggestion. 

Emily typed on the keyboard, then swiveled the laptop 
toward Maggie to display several photographs. 

In the middle of the results, Maggie saw a man dressed 
in uniform. She clicked the picture, and as it opened, she held 
her breath. The image sharpened and a bolt of adrenaline shot 
through her veins. She looked up at Emily. “It’s him. The victim. 
He was a cop and then a PI.” 

Emily’s eyes were alive with excitement. “What's next?” 

“All need to do now,” Maggie said, her mind whirring with 
possibilities, “is figure out why a PI was in Somerset Harbor 
buying antiques, and more importantly, whether or not he was 
buying them for our elusive killer.” 
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ike next morning, Maggie walked across the school park- 
ing lot beneath the bright sun. The usual cooling breeze from 
the ocean had all but disappeared. The day was predicted to 
be a scorcher, and she wanted to get all her work done as 
early as possible. 

She stifled a yawn as she drew near the portable classroom. 
It was way too early to be up and preparing to clean the gym 
after a long night of tossing and turning. Unfortunately, the 
gym wasn’t air-conditioned, and her friends would suffer if they 
postponed the cleanup. 

But first she had to make a quick stop. 

She approached the blood-spattered patch of gravel near the 
entrance of the portable classroom and paused to look around. 
She searched the immediate area, but seeing nothing amiss, she 
got down on her knees and shined the light from her cell phone 
into the dark space behind the white lattice skirting of the trailer. 

“Why am I not surprised to find you here?” James’s voice 
sounded from above her. Startled, she dropped her phone. 

“Goodness! You scared me.” She peered up at him, squinting 
into the rising sun. 

He frowned at her. “What if I’d been the killer, returning to 
the scene of the crime?” 

“Then you wouldn’t be very smart, now would you?” Maggie 
joked as she picked up her phone and brushed dirt off the knees 
of her jeans. 

“T suppose you have a point.” 

“And what was yours? Your point, I mean.” 
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James sighed, clearly frustrated. “That you need to be aware 
of your surroundings and not let the latest mystery completely 
consume you.” 

“Tl try, but I want to get to the bottom of this as soon as 
possible —if it’s possible. I guess I let that desire take over and 
got sidetracked from everything else.” 

He tipped his head toward the gym. “You mean like forgetting 
about our friends waiting inside the gym?” 

“Exactly.” She shoved the phone into her pocket and hurried 
toward the gym door. . 

She found Daisy, Ina, Ruth, and Liz all standing in a circle 
near a refreshment table topped with muffins and drinks from 
The Busy Bean. They’d been deep in conversation, but the minute 
she and James came in, the conversation stopped, and they turned 
to stare at her. 

She suspected they had been talking about Ike and speculating 
on the reason for his murder. Joining the small group, she braced 
herself for their questions, wishing she had some answers. Other 
than a game plan for the day, which included delving deeper 
into Ike’s background and trying to discover the purpose of the 
sprockets, she’d come up with nothing that would help them 
understand why Ike had been killed. 

“About time you rolled out of bed.” Daisy wrinkled her nose 
and grinned. “Help yourself to some goodies before we get to 
work.” Her canary-yellow shirt was in keeping with her vibrant 
personality, and a vivid red bandana covered her hair to keep 
it out of her way. 

Maggie settled her tote bag on the floor nearby and filled 
a paper cup with coffee. She eyed lemon muffins with crumbly 
glazed tops, raspberry scones with the bright red berries marbling 
the pastry, and cinnamon rolls with sticky caramel drizzled over 
them. She reached out a hand to pick up a cinnamon roll, then 
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shoved it back into her pocket instead. She’d been indulging in 
too many sweets lately. Anyway, she’d soon be plenty excited 
by investigating the murder; she didn’t need the sugar buzz on 
top of that. 

Steaming cup in hand, she returned to her friends. “Sorry 
I’m late. I called the antiques dealers this morning to make sure 
they didn’t want to pull out of the sale, given what happened 
here last night.” 

“Do they?” Ruth asked as she took a bite of one of the 
lemon muffins. 

“Not the ones I talked to. Two of them didn’t answer, so Ill 
go by their shops when we finish here.” Maggie chose not to go 
into details of her phone conversations, but the truth was she’d 
had to reassure several of the shop owners that the murder was 
unrelated to the 25-Mile Antiques Sale. She took a sip of the rich 
Colombian brew and smiled at her friends. “Thank you all for 
coming back to help clean up.” 

She didn’t have to mention the reason why the cleanup 
hadn’t occurred last night as planned. The unanswered questions 
of Ike’s death still hung in the air, and the best way to deal with 
the mood was to get everyone working. 

“No need to thank us,” Ruth said. “What do you need us 
to do?” 

“Would you pack up the auction supplies and forms in 
case we have an auction again next year?” Maggie said to Ruth. 
“Though I suspect the committee might vote not to include an 
auction again after last night.” 

“Hey,” Ruth protested, squeezing her arm. “You don’t know 
that. They agreed to continue on with this year’s sale, and that’s 
a good sign.” 

James poured a cup of coffee. “I was wondering about that.” 

“They called an emergency meeting last night,” Ruth said. 
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“The consensus was that although some people might find 
continuing with the sale to be insensitive, we'll disappoint so 
many others who've traveled a long distance if we don’t carry 
on with the event as planned.” 

“Makes sense to me,” Daisy said. “Besides the murder, 
everything has gone like gangbusters.” 

“Yes.” Ina nodded encouragement. “You did a fabulous job 
planning, Maggie.” 

“And executing,” Liz said, and then she quickly clapped 
a hand over her mouth, clearly distraught by her poor choice 
of words. 

“Nice one, Liz.” Daisy laughed. 

Maggie patted her shoulder. “It’s okay, Liz. I know what 
you meant, and it means a lot to me.” 

Ruth jumped in. “The auction raised a few thousand dollars 
for the historical society, so I’d say it was a huge success. We can 
only pray that the committee agrees to hold another auction 
in the future and that Maggie will once again chair it and the 
antiques sale too.” 

“T appreciate your support,” Maggie said, touched. 

“We're happy to help you, hon.” Daisy’s lips curled up at the 
corners, her vivid red lipstick accentuating her perfectly white 
teeth. “But we’re also going to grill you for details on what you’ve 
learned about the man who was murdered.” 

“Yes, we all want to hear any updates.” Ruth pushed up 
her glasses, and her inquisitive gaze settled on Maggie. “I’ve 
already told everyone about the man I saw last night, but have 
you heard anything more about him or the murder?” 

Maggie shook her head. “Nothing I can relate yet. I don’t 
have any facts.” 

Liz clutched her hand against her chest and peered at Ruth. 
“What did the man you saw look like?” 
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“Six feet. Blond hair. He wore a Portland Sea Dogs cap and 
a blue T-shirt, which he filled out witha very formidable build.” 
Ruth shuddered. “J still can’t believe I might have seen the killer.” 

Liz’s eyes widened. “Do you really think that guy’s the 
murderer?” 

Ruth shrugged. “The man was arguing with Ike shortly 
before he was found dead.” 

“We can’t jump to any conclusions,” Maggie pointed out. 
“We need more information.” 

“I can tell you that the medical examiner has confirmed 
the manner of death was consistent with being hit on the head 
with a metal object such as one of the large sprockets,” James 
said. “However, without the item, he can’t be certain that a 
sprocket killed Ike.” 

Maggie blinked. “How did you... ?” 

“I have my sources too,” James said with a grin. 

“Then I suppose we should all be asking if you’ve heard 
anything else.” 

James shook his head. 

“No mention of Lavinia Taylor?” Maggie pressed. 

“Who’s that?” Ruth asked. 

“Her name is stamped on a leather label on the bottom of 
the antique carpetbag I bought.” 

“Before you ask if I knew her, I’m old, but I’m not that old,” 
Ina said with a wink, and the group shared a much-needed laugh. 
Maggie had a special fondness in her heart for Ina and loved how 
the older woman could poke fun at herself. 

“Tf the bag is from the 1800s, that means Lavinia could have 
lived in this area back then.” Ruth’s strong voice cut through the 
residual merriment. “But I’ve looked through a ton of historical 
records over the years, and I don’t remember her name.” 

The other women murmured in agreement. 
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“I'd be glad to research the historical society archives for 
any reference to her,” Ruth offered. “But itll have to wait until 
after the festival is over.” 

Maggie beamed at her no-nonsense friend who could 
always be counted on to take action. “Thank you, Ruth. If I 
haven’t solved this mystery by then, I’d appreciate your help. 
In the meantime, I’m also going to look into the possibility of 
her having lived near Pelican Cove, since the carpetbag was 
donated by the antiques shop there.” 

“And we can all ask around town,” Liz added. “Ill stop by 
The Quilt Shop to update Fran, and I’m sure she'll ask all of 
her customers.” 

“And you know I've already been asking my customers what 
they know about the murder.” Daisy planted a hand on her hip. 
“Til add Lavinia to my questions.” 

“Has your gossip produced any leads?” James asked in jest. 
He and Daisy were always teasing each other. 

“Tl have you know [heard .. .” Daisy’s voice contained the 
hint of drama she often applied liberally to her stories. 

The group mock-groaned in unison. 

“Okay, fine,” she pouted. “I won’t tell you then that the police 
have issued an alert for the man Ruth described.” 

“Not surprising,” James said. 

“Tl think the best thing we can do now is clean up this mess 
and get involved in the festival so we don’t have to think about 
the murder any longer,” Liz said with authority. 

“But you'll still be thinking about it, right, Maggie?” Ina asked. 

“Of course, but there’s no need for everyone else to think 
about something so unpleasant.” Maggie clapped her hands, 
the sound echoing to the rafters. “Let’s get started, shall we?” 

She handed out assignments, and the cleanup began. Maggie 
and James strode to a storage room at the back of the gym to get 
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the metal racks for the rental chairs. They each selected a rack and 
pushed it toward the middle of the gym. Maggie’s rack squeaked 
with each turn of the wheels, making her think of old machinery, 
which in turn made her think of the sprockets. 

“T wish we knew what the sprockets were for,” she said to 
James. “Knowing their purpose might help us connect them to 
the carpetbag, if indeed they are connected.” 

“You mean because Ike was trying to buy both items?” 

“Yes.” She pulled the rack to a stop. 

James lined up his rack next to hers. “One of my contractor 
friends is into industrial antiques and might have some insight 
about the sprockets. He lives in Pelican Cove. I could arrange 
for you to meet with him.” 

“That sounds perfect.” 

“Tl call him right now.” James dug out his phone and dialed. 

As he connected with his friend, Maggie crossed the gym to 
the maintenance closet. The moment she opened the door, the 
familiar odor of cleaning chemicals assaulted her senses. She 
sorted through the jam-packed closet and selected the cleanest dust 
mop, then gave the fluffy mophead a thick coat of dusting spray. 

James came to the door, his hand cupped over the phone. 
“My friend —his name’s Gary Keel—is free this afternoon. Any 
chance you can meet him around two thirty at The Busy Bean?” 

Maggie mentally ran through her responsibilities for the 
day. She might have to juggle lunch breaks at Carriage House 
Antiques, but a meeting with Gary was too important to miss. 
“Two thirty would be perfect.” 

James turned his attention back to his call, and she took 
the dust mop to the far side of the room. She hoped that by the 
time she reached the middle of the gym, the others would have 
stacked the rental chairs and moved them to the door to load 
into Harry’s truck for return. 
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She pushed the mop across the gleaming hardwood floors 
and soon noticed Ruth following her lead with another dust mop 
on the other side of the space. She was thankful for Ruth’s help 
and friendship. Maggie loved that the older woman was so knit 
into the fabric of the town that she was a fount of information 
about the local residents and way of life. 

Maggie freshened the mop with spray and then continued 
covering long swatches of the floor. She ran the mop along the 
closed set of bleachers and noticed a humming noise sounding 
from underneath them. 

She paused to listen. 

Nothing. She had probably imagined it. She lifted the dust 
mop and turned. 

The buzz sounded again, like a vibration. She got down on 
her knees to look under the aged wood but saw nothing in the 
shadows. She dug out her cell phone and aimed the light under 
the bleachers. The beam illuminated another cell phone. 

Of course. She should have recognized the sound as a phone 
vibrating against the floor, but why would she have suspected 
that a phone would be under there? 

She thought for a moment. Ike had been talking on a phone 
during the auction, and Officer Linton said they hadn’t found 
one on him. Is it possible? Could this be Ike’s missing phone? 

The vibrating continued, each hum building Maggie's excite- 
ment. Hoping not to find any spiders, she slipped her hand into 
the space. The top of her hand rubbed along the wood. 

Drat. Her hand wouldn't fit in the narrow space. She needed 
something to fish out the phone. Maggie turned, searched the 
immediate area, and caught sight of the dust mop she’d leaned 
against the bleachers. Perfect. 

She grabbed the handle and shined her light under the bench 
again. She inserted the wood pole and coaxed the phone—along 
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with several dust bunnies—out from under the seats. She reached 
out for it but then remembered the crime shows she watched. 
If this was indeed Ike’s phone, then she shouldn’t touch it 
with her bare hands. She nudged it back under the bench for 
safekeeping and ran across the room to a box of supplies they’d 
used for the auction. 

“Hey there,” Ruth said as she swept past. “What's the rush?” 

“A lead! I might have a lead on Ike.” Maggie dug through 
the box and found cotton gloves used for handling antiques. 

Ruth stood watching as Maggie raced past again, and then 
she heard the tap of Ruth’s tennis shoes following her. 

Maggie dropped to the floor, grabbed the now-silent phone 
with gloved fingers, and woke it up. “Six missed calls,” she 
said. “All since Ike left the building last night. The last two 
were moments ago.” 

The phone suddenly vibrated in Maggie’s hand. Startled, 
she fumbled with the phone and barely managed to catch it 
before it hit the floor. The buzzing continued, and she didn’t 
know what to do. 

Think, think, think. Hurry. 

If she answered, she might wind up talking to the killer, 
and she could mess up the investigation. But if she didn’t 
answer, she might miss out on the perfect opportunity to 
identify Ike’s assailant. 

She had only seconds to decide. 
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ee gripped Maggie. She had very few rings left 
before the call would roll to voice mail . . . 

She blew out a breath and connected to the call. Holding the 
phone next to her ear, she didn’t speak, hoping the caller would 
somehow identify him- or herself. 

“Tke? You there?” a gravelly male voice asked. 

She didn’t respond. 

“ke?” 

She couldn’t continue her silence or the caller would hang 
up. “Ike lost his phone last night, and I just found it. My name’s 
Maggie Watson. Who is this?” 

“I’m... you shouldn’t... don’t...” Silence followed. 

“Don’t what?” Maggie asked. 

When there was no reply, she waited, feeling time tick by as 
slowly as a barnacle inching across one of the boats in the harbor. 

One second. Two. Three. Four. Five. 

She held out the phone and peered at the screen. The call 
had been disconnected. 

“What happened?” Ruth’s eyes were wide with interest. 

“J think he hung up.” Maggie stared at the phone. “Should 
I try calling him back?” 

“Maybe we should notify the police and let them handle this.” 

Maggie wasn’t sure she wanted to call them yet. She scrolled 
to the most recent call on the call history and hit redial. The phone 
rang five times before a recorded message started playing. She 
held her breath, waiting for the person to identify himself, but 
the recording told her that the phone’s owner hadn't set up his 
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voice mail system. She didn’t know who she’d called, and she 
also couldn’t leave a message. 

“Maggie?” Ruth asked. “Should I call the police station?” 

Maggie nodded, but instead of waiting with Ruth while she 
made the call, she crossed over to the refreshment table and sat. 
If the police were on the way, she only had a short window of 
opportunity to look at the phone and glean any leads she could 
from it. She grabbed a notepad and pen from her tote bag, then 
started tapping through the phone. She reviewed the contact 
list but found it empty. She opened the photo gallery to see if 
Ike had taken any pictures with the phone. There were none. 
Next she moved to the email account, but he’d never set it up. 
She selected the call log and wrote down the phone number 
she’d previously dialed. She looked for any other recent calls 
but found none. 

She sat back and frowned, then double-checked for outgoing 
calls. Nothing. Either no calls had been made from this phone or 
Ike had deleted them. She looked up and saw James striding 
across the gym toward her. 

“What's going on?” he asked. 

She explained about finding the phone and the call. “There’s 
only one number listed in the call history. I think Ike only used 
this phone to talk to the man I spoke to.” 

James leaned against the table. “He could have cleared out 
the history.” 

“True, but the phone doesn’t have any other personal informa- 
tion in it either. Like the owner’s name, emails, photos, things 
like that.” 

“Tt could be a new phone.” 

“Still, who doesn’t have at least one of those things on their 
phone these days? Even anew one. Especially guys like Ike who 
are in their early thirties. I have a hard time believing this was his 
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first phone, and the phone company will usually transfer items 
you want to keep from your old phone to a new one.” 

“True.” James’s forehead creased like he was pondering 
the latest development. “Maybe you shouldn’t draw too many 
conclusions until after the police look at the phone.” 

“They’re great at their jobs, but they aren’t going to share 
details they discover.” Maggie looked around the room, hoping to 
find the answer, but all she saw was Daisy coming toward them. 

“You never know,” James said. “Things have a way of coming 
out in small towns.” 

“What things?” Daisy asked. 

“See?” James grinned. “Daisy’s the perfect example.” 

“Somehow I think you’re having a laugh at my expense.” 
Daisy’s full lips gathered into a pout. 

Maggie knew Daisy was joking, but she explained the 
situation anyway. 

“Well, shoot,” Daisy said. “All you have to do is tell me what 
you want to know, and I'll ask around.” 

“My point exactly.” James grinned at Daisy. 

She swatted her hand at him, and he responded with a 
quirk of his mouth. Normally Maggie enjoyed their lighthearted 
bantering, but today her mind was focused on Ike. She turned 
her attention back to the phone as Daisy and James joked, but 
their good humor evaporated when Officer Linton opened 
the door. 

His gaze traveled the space, and when it landed on Maggie, 
he made a beeline for her. “I hear you found a phone that you 
think belonged to Ike Wynne.” 

“Yes.” She held up the phone. “When I answered it, the man 
on the other end said Ike’s name, so the odds are good that it 
was his phone.” 

“You answered it?” Officer Linton crossed his arms. 
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“Before you say anything about sticking my nose into 
police business,” she said, “when I found the phone, I had no 
way of knowing who it belonged to. Then I remembered you'd 
said Ike’s phone was missing, so I didn’t touch it without my 
gloves. And I didn’t just snatch it up and answer it. I thought 
about what I should do. I decided my best course of action was 
to answer, because I figured whoever was calling might never 
call back again.” 

“Hmm.” Officer Linton dug latex gloves from his pocket, 
snapped them on, and took the phone. 

“You're not going to find anything of value on it,” she said. 
“T’ve already looked through it. The only thing on there is the 
phone number from the incoming call, and youl also see I dialed 
that number back after our call was disconnected.” 

His eyebrows knit together in a deep furrow. “Tell me about 
the conversation.” 

She was careful to relay the brief conversation word for word. 

He nodded, then turned his attention back to the phone and 
tapped his finger on the screen. “Hopefully this phone number 
will pan out.” 

“What do you mean by ‘pan out’?” Daisy asked. 

“T mean lead us to the owner.” 

Daisy tilted her head, reminding Maggie of a puppy casting 
a quizzical look at its owner. “Why wouldn’t you be able to find 
out the details of the person who owns this one?” 

Officer Linton focused on Daisy, a hint of amusement in his 
expression. “If Ike was engaged in nefarious activities, this phone 
could be what we in the police world call a burner phone.” 

Daisy frowned. “Now you've really confused me.” 

“What I mean is that it could be a prepaid phone. You can 
purchase these phones in most convenience stores and use 
them without providing any contact information to the phone 
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company. You simply pay in advance for minutes and data and 
then buy extra blocks to load onto the phone as needed. You can 
pay cash for the phone and usage so there’s no way to trace the 
phone back to a particular individual.” 

“Sneaky,” Daisy said. 

“And common. They can also be used by people who don’t 
like phone contracts or have small budgets, but when a criminal 
is planning illegal activities with other criminals, they don’t 
want anyone to trace that information back to them, should their 
phone be found.” 

“So you think Ike was a criminal?” 

“T didn’t say that, Daisy.” Officer Linton sighed. “And please 
don’t tell your customers that I did.” He eyed her. “Am I clear?” 

“Crystal,” she replied, but Maggie doubted she would heed 
his warning. 

“Sounds like you think the man who called Ike’s phone has a 
prepaid cell too,” Maggie said, drawing his attention from Daisy. 

“Could be.” The officer eyed Daisy again. “Note, I said it 
could be, not that it is.” 

“Thear you, Robert, but what is isn’t often all that interesting, 
and I have a reputation to uphold.” Daisy patted her scarf and 
batted her lashes at Officer Linton until his lips curved up, albeit 
a fraction. 

“Don’t worry,” James said to the officer. “She’s not singling 
you out. She does this to all of us.” 

Daisy somehow managed to manufacture an innocent expression. 

“Ts it too much to hope that you'll share information about 
Ike with me?” Maggie asked. “Things like his occupation, or if 
his record search turns up any prior criminal offenses?” 

“You know that as much as Id like to help you out, I can’t 
do that, Maggie.” 

She grinned. “I know, but I have to keep trying.” 
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“Yes, you do.” He shook his head. “Now that we've located 
Ike’s phone,” he continued, “I need to ask you to leave the 
building so we don’t disturb any evidence even more than we 
already have.” He pulled out the small notepad where he often 
jotted case-related information. “If you'll excuse me, I have a few 
follow-up questions for Ruth.” 

He strode away, and it took all of Maggie’s self-control not 
to trail after him and listen in on their conversation. She gathered 
up her things and slung her tote bag over her shoulder. As she 
left with the rest of her friends, she made a mental note to ask 
Ruth later about the conversation. 

Outside, Maggie shielded her eyes from the searing sun. 
“Tl let you all know when Officer Linton says we're allowed to 
finish our cleanup.” 

“Let's not forget we’re all meeting for lunch today,” Liz 
announced. 

“Hmm, I don’t remember an invite to lunch,” James said. 

“It was only the ladies of the historical society,” Liz said 
pointedly, “but consider yourself invited now.” 

“Tf it’s gonna be girl talk. . .” 

“Oh no you don’t,” Daisy said. “You wanted to come to 
lunch and now you're coming to lunch. You'll have to put up 
with the girl talk.” 

Maggie checked her watch. “I need to head over to Grandma’s 
Antiques to talk to the owner, but I should be back in plenty 
of time.” 

They split up, and Maggie slid into her car to make the drive 
along the coastline. She lowered the windows, letting the salty 
sea air blow through the space and wash out the heat that had 
built up from being parked in the bright sun. 

At Carol’s shop, Maggie headed up the boardwalk to the 
entrance, her sandals snapping on the weathered wood. The police 
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officer from yesterday stood guard out front, and he nodded 
to Maggie. She hoped he was simply following through on his 
promise to keep an eye out for Carol and that his presence didn’t 
mean Carol had endured another break-in. 

“Have you made any progress on finding the person who 
broke into Carol’s shop?” Maggie asked. 

He cocked an eyebrow and lifted his hat to scratch his full 
head of ginger hair. “You seem awfully interested in this break-in.” 

“I’m concerned for Carol’s well-being.” 

“There’s no need to worry yourself. Our department is handling 
things, and Carol’s fine.” He smiled, creasing freckled cheeks. 

She could tell he meant it as a way to fend off additional 
questions. “I’m glad to hear that. Have a good day,” she said 
and slipped into Grandma’s Antiques. 

Maggie glanced around the space and saw that nothing had 
changed except that the items for the auction were gone. She 
noted how dark the lighting was and that the space appeared 
overcrowded with antiques. Maggie preferred brighter, less 
cluttered spaces, but Carol ran a successful business, so her 
customers clearly didn’t mind. 

On the way to the counter where Carol stood, Maggie paused 
to look at a lovely display of antique crosses. She fingered a 
Victorian book chain necklace. The chain boasted a unique blend 
of cushion-type links with engraved tops and chased sides with 
flat engraved links. A beautiful gold cross hung from the chain 
with a stone cameo set at the center of the crossbar. 

Carol walked over to Maggie. “It’s a lovely piece, isn’t it? I 
bought it from a sweet older lady whose husband bought it for 
her on a trip to Paris. He passed away twenty years ago, and 
she’s on a fixed income now. What with money not going as far 
as it used to, she had to sell this piece for much-needed cash. She 
hated parting with the necklace, but you know how it goes...” 
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Maggie nodded as Carol chattered on. She’d had no idea 
Carol was such a talker. She took one last look at the necklace, 
and as she considered buying it, she spotted the price tag —$425. 
She had to resist gulping; she’d never paid that much for a piece 
of jewelry in her life. 

“... and I guess it’s just been a crazy year for everyone,” 
Carol finally finished, looking expectantly at Maggie. 

“How did your day go yesterday?” Maggie asked, not only 
because she was honestly interested in how the 25-Mile Antiques 
Sale had impacted Carol’s business but also to give Carol an 
opening to share whether anything else suspicious had happened 
after the break-in. 

“I’m so glad I listened to you and participated in the event,” 
Carol gushed. “I had a record sales day yesterday. I sold furniture, 
jewelry, glassware, and primitive pottery. Oh, and dishes and 
linens. Pretty much everything I marked on sale.” She jabbed a 
finger at the counter that was covered with various small items 
and a stack of big red sale tags. “So I’m marking down a whole 
new grouping now, and I’m hoping to top that today if I—” 

“How wonderful,” Maggie interrupted kindly but firmly. 

“T hope other shops are doing as well. If this becomes an 
annual event, you can count on me to participate.” 

Maggie’s heart warmed for a moment, but as Carol rambled 
on about what she’d do differently next year, the reality returned 
that this could be the one and only 25-Mile Antiques Sale. 

“Oh, about the auction,” Carol continued. “I wasn’t able 
to attend last night. My son, you see. His wife is pregnant and 
not feeling well. And my son can’t cook a lick, so I made them 
dinner, and then he wanted to show me their ultrasound pictures, 
and — well, you know how things get out of hand, and before you 
know it, you've run out of time.” She pulled in a long breath, 
then added on the exhale, “How did the auction go?” 
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“You haven't heard, then?” Maggie asked. 

“Heard what?” Carol’s eyes were wide. 

Maggie told her about Ike. 

“Oh my stars!” Carol’s hand flew to her mouth, and she 
stared at Maggie for a moment. “My, oh my, oh my. Murdered, 
really? The poor, poor man. And you said he bought one of my 
lots?” She shot a worried look around her shop. “Do you think 
it has to do with me? Or with the break-in? Oh, this is terrible. 
Just terrible. I wonder if I should go out and tell the officer —” 

“Calm down, Carol,” Maggie said gently. “We have no reason 
to believe the murder is connected to your shop.” 

“But the sprockets— what happened to them? Why are 
they missing?” Carol’s face had paled, and Maggie worried the 
woman might pass out. 

Maggie gestured at a lovely vignette with a pair of Louis XVI 
parlor chairs. Made of mahogany with a lyre back and carved 
details, they were clearly from the late 1800s and appeared to 
have their original blue velvet cushions. “Can we sit down?” 

“Yes, that sounds like a good idea.” Carol dropped into the 
nearest chair and twisted her hands together in her lap. “If this 
has to do with those sprockets ...1...oh my! But no, that can’t 
be right. They weren’t worth hardly anything.” 

“Where did you get them?” 

Carol stared ahead, her gaze worried. “I bought them from 
an older gentleman. He came in about a month ago with the 
carpetbag and the sprockets. He said he found the items in his 
attic. He thought they might have some connection to his family 
since they’ve lived in that house for a few generations, but he 
hadn’t seen them before and didn’t know anything else about 
them. I only bought the sprockets because I wanted the bag, and 
he insisted on selling all three items together, so I made him a 
deal for the lot.” 
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“And you didn’t know him?” 

She shook her head. “He doesn’t live in town, nor is he a 
regular customer.” 

“Did he say why he was selling them?” 

“The same reason most people sell off their cherished posses- 
sions. He’d fallen on hard times and had chosen things from the 
attic that had no sentimental value to him. He also said he was 
prepared to sell his house if he had to, but I hoped he wouldn’t 
have to do that. He was such a kind gentleman.” 

“That’s so sad. Did you get any contact information from 
him?” Maggie interjected. 

“No.” 

“Could you describe him to me?” 

“Sure, I remember him well because he had this odd mark on 
his right cheek. I kept thinking it looked like the state of Florida, 
especially when he smiled.” The corner of her mouth turned up, 
but then straightened again. “I’d guess he was over seventy .. . 
I mean, I’m sixty-three, and he was older for sure. Much more 
wrinkled at least, but maybe he was a fisherman. You know how 
daily exposure to those harsh sea winds can age a person. Oh, 
and he was short. Thinning gray hair. Round belly. He smelled 
like mints.” 

Maggie dug out the picture of Ike that she’d found on the 
Internet and printed. “Have you ever seen this man in your shop?” 

Carol lifted a pair of reading glasses hanging from an antique 
sterling silver chain around her neck and perched them near 
the end of her pug nose. She took the picture from Maggie and 
studied it closely. 

She looked up, her eyes troubled above the narrow lenses. 
“T remember him. He was in last week.” 

“Do you know which day?” 

She tapped her chin and looked up at the ceiling, which 
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was covered in decorative tin tiles. “Thursday. Yes, Thursday. I 
remember because right after he left, the shop owner from next 
door came in, and we went to Willie’s Seafood for our weekly 
lunch. Have you ever been to Willie’s place? He only serves 
fresh seafood, and his chowder is to die for. I get it even on a 
hot summer day like today. Oh, gosh, now I want a bowl.” 

“Do you remember what this man was looking at that day?” 
Maggie asked, trying to get the conversation back on track. 

“Come to think of it, he asked about the carpetbag and the 
sprockets. I had them on display for the auction.” She jumped 
to her feet, rushed to the front of the shop, and stopped near 
a thick wood-wrapped column with shelves. “I had them here 
on the shelves, and he spent a good bit of time looking at them, 
but he didn’t act weird or anything. He knew about the auction, 
and I thought he was probably a guy going from shop to shop 
to get a good look at all of the lots before the event so he could 
bid on the ones he liked.” 

“Could be,” Maggie said, but now she couldn’t help but 
wonder if Ike was the person who’d broken into Carol’s shop 
to try to steal the bag and sprockets. “Could I get a look at the 
video files from your security cameras for that day?” 

Carol nibbled on her lip and acted frightened again. “Are 
you really good at solving mysteries?” 

“T do seem to have a knack for it, and I’ve been lucky enough 
to solve a few.” 

“And the video? It will help you find the killer and the person 
who broke into my shop?” 

“T hope so.” 

Carol waffled for a few moments, then gave a firm nod. “I'll 
call my younger son who installed the system and get a copy 
of the files from that day and from the night of the break-in 
for you.” 
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“How long do you think that will take?” Maggie tried to 
sound patient; she didn’t want to spook Carol into deciding 
against handing over the files. 

“I can try to have it to you when you stop by tomorrow 
morning, but it depends on my son’s schedule. He travels a lot 
for business. He’s a software engineer, and he makes frequent 
trips to visit the companies he works for.” She took a deep breath. 

Maggie took advantage of the opening. “Would it be a terrible 
imposition to ask you to call him now so I know what to expect?” 

“Not at all.” Carol wound through the tight aisles to pick 
up a cordless handset from the counter. 

Maggie got up and meandered around the shop, noticing the 
angles of both of the security cameras. Carol had said yesterday 
that the intruder only covered one of the cameras, and Maggie 
was hoping the file she received for the other camera would show 
her a glimpse of the culprit. 

Carol concluded her conversation and hung up. “Good 
news. He’s in Portland. He'll drive over after work tonight, and 
I'll have the file for you in the morning. I had to promise to bake 
him an angel food cake —it’s his favorite—but that means he'll 
have to come back to eat it, and I'll get to see him again, so it 
will be worth it.” 

“Thank you so much, Carol. You may have cracked this 
investigation wide open.” 

Carol ran a hand over her hair and preened. 

Maggie had only one more question. “The bottom of the 
carpetbag had a leather tag embossed with the name Lavinia 
Taylor. Does that name mean anything to you?” 

“Taylor . .. !remember seeing that.” Carol tapped her chin with 
the phone’s tiny antenna. “Nothing comes to mind. Should it?” 

“I thought it might help me find the man who sold the items 
to you.” 
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“Do you think he’s involved in the murder?” 

A seventy-year-old man? “Not likely, but he might know why 
someone else would kill for those sprockets.” 

Carol gulped, her eyes wide. “Like I said, he didn’t know 
anything about them.” 

So who had? And why were they worth killing for? 
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Maceic couldn’t quit thinking about the mystery man who’d 
sold the carpetbag and sprockets to Grandma’s Antiques as she 
made her way down the coastal highway to Mills Landing. 
Despite Carol’s ramblings, Maggie thought she still had enough 
time to visit Tom Owens at Antique Alley to show him the pic- 
ture of Ike and ask if he’d visited Tom’s shop too. 

She pulled to the curb by Antique Alley, a white clapboard 
shop with a long wooden porch painted bright red. On the porch 
were two white cane rocking chairs and cast-iron urns filled with 
red flowers spilling over the edges. The sign above the door was 
made of a hodgepodge of rusty metal letters that on any other 
type of shop might have looked trashy, but it fit the theme of the 
antiques shop quite well. 

She crossed the porch to the vintage screen door. There was 
a heavy wood door standing open behind it, and the sound of a 
fan buzzed in the entrance. As she reached for the door handle, 
Tom opened it from the other side and came out. Tall and stick 
thin, his cheeks were ruby red, and he was fanning his face with a 
French fan embroidered with a beautiful rose and forget-me-not 
flowers surrounded by an arabesque frame. She suspected retail 
on the fan was nearly $200, and she would never have been so 
careless with the mahogany handle. 

He dropped into one of the cane rockers and gestured at 
the other one. “I'll be darned if Ill turn on the air conditioner 
before noon. Electric bills are going to be the death of my 
business this summer.” 

“It has been an unusually warm summer.” She settled into 
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the other rocker, though she hoped not to be there for very long. 
She still had a lot to do today. 

“After the murder last night, I wasn’t sure if the sale would 
continue.” 

She explained the committee’s reasoning for proceeding 
with the sale. 

“I agree with them. It’s not like you had any control over 
what happened in the parking lot.” Tom’s brow creased. “Was he 
actually the guy who was bidding against you for that carpetbag?” 

“You saw him?” 

He nodded. 

Maggie’s heart rate kicked up. “Do you know him? Have 
you seen him before?” 

“Me? Nah. I didn’t recognize him.” 

“He stopped by Carol Hansen’s shop the other day.” 

“He hasn’t been in here, I can assure you of that. And if he 
lived in Mills Landing, he must have just moved here. I know 
everyone in town.” 

Stifling her disappointment at his responses, she pressed on. 
“The carpetbag had a name embossed on the bottom. Lavinia 
Taylor. Is that a name you recognize?” 

“Maybe, but I can’t recall where I heard it.” He fanned 
his face, a pensive look taking hold. Maggie gave him time to 
think. “I’ve been involved in researching historical records in 
the area, and I suppose I could have seen her name then, but I 
can’t be sure.” 

“The bag was sold to Carol Hansen by an older man. Maybe 
in his seventies. Short, rotund. Would you know of any Taylors 
in Mills Landing around that age and fitting his description?” 

“I don’t know any Taylors, period,” Tom said as a pair of 
women approached his shop. “Time to get back to it.” He stood 
and held the fan over his eyes, shielding them from the blazing 
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sun. “Maybe Ill turn on that air after all. I wouldn’t want customers 
to take off because of the heat.” 

Maggie rose too. “You have my phone number, right? Just 
in case you remember anything about the Taylors?” 

“Yeah, you gave me your card.” 

Maggie thanked him for his time. She pondered what to 
do next as she pulled onto the highway. She certainly needed 
help in finding as much information as she could about Lavinia 
Taylor, which meant digging into old records of the area. With 
Ruth unavailable, who better to help Maggie than the other 
members of the historical society? They were all busy with the 
festival too, but not to the extent that Ruth was, so maybe they 
could find time to help. She’d bring up the subject at lunch and 
plan from there. 

A horn honked behind her, and she realized she’d slowed 
down nearly to a crawl as she was thinking. She sped up and 
looked in the mirror again just in time to catch sight of the woman 
who'd honked at her turning off the road. But her attention soon 
shifted to a truck she saw roaring toward her car in her rearview 
mirror. The large gray pickup pulled up within a few feet of her 
bumper, then fell back before repeating the pattern. 

Was the vehicle following her, or did he simply want to pass? 

If he was following her, she thought it would be prudent to 
gather as many details as possible about the vehicle. She glanced 
in the mirror again, noting the truck appeared to be a recent 
model. The grill was painted a matching color and boasted a 
black-and-silver decal in the middle. With the large size of the 
truck, he could have easily run her off the road, but as they 
continued down the highway, he stayed a good distance back. 

She tried to get a look at the driver, but the sun reflected 
from his windshield, and she couldn’t even be sure it was a man. 
But if it was... 
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Is it Ike’s killer? 

Her adrenaline kicked up, and she focused on her driving. 
The two-lane highway had a terrifying drop-off to a craggy 
shoreline below. At the exit for Somerset Harbor, she sighed with 
relief and veered her Jetta into town. 

The truck trailed after her. 

Is he following me? 

She looked hard in the mirror, but the bright sun continued 
to glare off the windshield, leaving her without a view of the 
driver. She finally reached Shoreline Drive, but with the downtown 
streets closed due to the festival, she turned onto Wharf Road 
instead. She slowed for pedestrians strolling across the road, 
and the truck kept two car lengths between them, which she 
found odd. 

She made her way down the road and passed the school to 
see if the truck pulled into a parking space so the driver could 
attend the festival. He continued to follow her. Enough. It was 
time she found out who was driving the truck. In a public place 
now instead of on the isolated highway, she could afford to 
take a risk. 

When she reached the first available spot that would allow 
her to escape if needed, she stopped in the road and left her car 
running. She hopped out, but before she could take more than 
a few paces, the pickup swung into the other lane and roared 
past her, sending her stumbling and trying to gain her footing. 
The driver blew through the intersection, flying past an elderly 
gentleman with a cane who wobbled dangerously. 

Maggie ran to catch hold of the man before he hit the ground. 
“Are you all right?” 

“I’m fine.” He shook his head. “These young people need 
to pay more attention to the rules of the road.” 

“Young?” she asked with great interest. “Did you see the driver?” 
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The elderly man pushed up thick glasses and peered at her 
with gray eyes that were enlarged by his thick lenses. “Briefly.” 

“What did he look like?” 

“White guy. Wore a black baseball cap. Had some kinda 
logo on it, but I didn’t get a good-enough look to make it out.” 

“Could it have been a P like on a Portland Sea Dogs cap?” 
Hoping it was the same man who'd argued with Ike, she held 
her breath in wait for the answer. 

The older man simply shrugged, and Maggie’s excitement 
dissipated. 

“Would you like to report this to the police?” she asked. 

He shook his head. “No. Even if we had the plate, they’d just 
give the guy a ticket and a slap on the wrist.” Shaking his head, 
he toddled off, his cane thumping on the sidewalk. 

Maggie quickly asked if anyone nearby had caught the 
license plate number, but when the drivers she was blocking 
started blaring their horns, she got back into her Jetta and turned 
onto a side street. She couldn’t be sure the truck was connected 
to Ike, but if she saw the vehicle again, she’d mention it to the 
police. Until then, she needed to be careful—extra careful, as 
she’d promised James. 

She drove back to Sedgwick Manor to freshen up for lunch. 
The moment she walked through the door, she smelled Emily’s 
perfume and suspected her daughter had recently run out the 
door to relieve June so the shop manager could join the other 
society members for lunch. 

“Hello, Snickers,” Maggie said when her loving yet often 
finicky cat came bounding through the entryway to greet her. 
“T suspect you're hungry.” 

He meowed in response, and she walked into the kitchen 
to pour food into his bowl. He shoved his head under her hand 
and began wolfing down the food. 


72 Susan Sleeman 


“Impatient much?” She chuckled and hurried to her bedroom 
where she washed up and changed into a sleeveless tank top. In 
front of the bathroom mirror, she added a touch more makeup 
than usual. 

Snickers came prancing into the room and wound between 
her legs, rubbing his soft fur against her bare ankles. When she 
didn’t bend over to scratch his neck, he demanded attention 
with an irritated meow. If ever a cat had sounded indignant, 
he did. 

“Sorry I don’t have more time right now, boy, but I have to 
get ready for lunch.” 

He meowed again. 

“Okay, fine, you're right. I could skip the makeup, but . . .” 
She’d almost admitted to taking extra care for James, but she 
stopped before the words escaped. Not that Snickers could repeat 
them, but saying it aloud made her attraction to James a reality 
she wasn’t yet ready to deal with. 

Snickers gave another commanding meow. She relented 
and bent to stroke her hand over his soft fur, then hurried to 
the office to grab the carpetbag and place it in a large shopping 
bag. She wanted to pass the carpetbag around the lunch table 
to see if her friends had any thoughts about its origins or about 
Lavinia Taylor. 

“Don’t worry, Snickers,” she said on the way to the sunroom. 
“I won't forget to come home and feed you dinner.” 

She left the manor refreshed and ready for lunch, but the 
sticky heat outside made her feel as if she might instantly melt. 
She decided to ignore the sun beating down on her and took 
the path from the manor toward Carriage House Antiques. 
She paused on the small wooden footbridge that spanned the 
narrow stream, something she liked to do if she had the time. 
She took a few deep breaths and listened to the birds chirping 
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in the trees and the soft bubbling of the creek as she gazed over 
the lush green grass. 

The sudden sound of a polka band drifting in from town 
brought her back to reality, and with a sigh, she shook herself 
and set off toward her destination. A brisk wind blew in from 
the harbor and caught the bag, and she gripped it tightly. She 
slipped into the crowd milling about outside the shop. 

She glanced at the long table with a white plastic tablecloth 
that had been set up in front of Carriage House Antiques. Similar 
tables were scattered along the streets in town so patrons could 
rest and sample food from the wonderful dining establishments 
in the hope that they would stay longer and spend more money. 

James sat at the head of the table with June, Fran, and Ruth to 
his right. An empty chair sat to his left, and Liz and Ina occupied 
the other chairs. James looked up, caught Maggie’s eye, and 
waved. He never seemed bothered by being the only man at a 
table filled with women. Others had told her he was a bit of a 
flirt, but in Maggie’s opinion, he was just such a nice guy that 
women were naturally drawn to him. 

Maggie didn’t wait for him to pull out a chair for her 
but took the vacant one. She suspected the other women had 
intentionally left it empty so she would sit next to him; they 
were all matchmakers. 

“What's in the bag?” Ruth asked in her straightforward tone. 

“The carpetbag.” Maggie explained her reason for bringing 
the bag when what she actually wanted to do was take a long 
drink of the iced tea waiting at her space. “I thought you could 
look at it now or after we eat and give me any thoughts you 
might have.” 

“I’m glad you gave us a choice,” Daisy said. “I consider you 
a dear friend, but I’m not going to let anything interfere with my 
lobster lunch.” 
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“Hear! Hear!” Fran said, and the group burst into laughter. 

Maggie noticed a waitress fighting her way through the 
crowd as she balanced a tray filled with to-go containers. 
They'd preordered from The Lobster Quadrille, whose name 
was taken from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, and the 
owner had agreed to have a waitress deliver the food to their 
table. The restaurant made wonderful lobster bisque, but with 
the summer heat, Maggie had ordered a lobster salad, as had 
many of the others. 

The waitress handed out the containers, and Maggie lifted 
the lid on her salad. Big chunks of lobster were mixed with 
grilled corn, scallions, and avocado, all dressed with a light 
lemon vinaigrette. She quickly offered a silent prayer of thanks 
for her food and her friends, then slid the fork from its plastic 
sleeve and dug in. 

The lobster paired beautifully with the tangy lemon dressing 
and the avocado, all of it melting in her mouth and bringing 
her senses to life. She resisted groaning aloud and savored the 
mouthful. “The lobster salad is so good.” 

Liz swallowed a bite. “That’s what I have too. So yummy.” 

“This was a great idea,” James said, laying his grilled cod 
sandwich on his plate. “Good food, good company, and fresh 
air.” He raised his plastic cup. “Here’s to Maggie for suggesting 
it, and to Liz for my belated invite.” 

Everyone clicked their cups in an informal toast. 

“What have you learned about the man who was killed?” 
Liz asked, forking a large bite of her salad. 

“Well, I still haven’t been able to confirm this,” Maggie 
said cautiously, “but it looks like he’s a private investigator 
from Portland.” 

“A private eye!” Ina exclaimed. “What was he doing here, 
other than trying to buy your bag and the sprockets?” 
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Maggie swallowed and set down her fork. “That’s what 
I’m trying to find out. I learned this morning that he stopped at 
Grandma’s Antiques in Pelican Cove last Thursday. The owner 
said he looked at the carpetbag and the sprockets.” She dug out 
Ike’s picture and gave it to Liz. “This is what he looked like in 
case you didn’t see him at the auction.” 

“He was once a police officer too?” Liz asked when she saw 
the uniform. 

“Yes,” Maggie said. “Which makes it harder to believe that 
he’d be into something illegal.” 

“So why would someone want to kill him?” Ina asked. 

“Police officers, or former ones, can do bad things,” Ruth 
suggested. “Maybe he was kicked off the force.” 

“I searched for that kind of information online,” James added, 
“but I couldn’t find anything.” 

Maggie shot him a surprised look. “You did?” 

He nodded. “After I left the gym last night. Since you're 
bound and determined to find his killer, I figured it would be a 
good idea for me to know the kind of people this Ike might have 
associated with. I’ve been trying to get my hands on his client 
list too. So far I’ve struck out, but I'll keep trying.” 

“That’s so sweet of you, James,” Fran said, and James actually 
blushed bright red. 

To take the attention off him, Maggie switched the subject 
back to Lavinia. “Ruth volunteered to research Lavinia Taylor, but 
since she’s so busy with the festival, I was wondering if anyone 
else would have time today to do it.” 

“Research as in look through old records at the historical 
society?” Liz asked. 

Maggie nodded. 

“T have a few hours I could devote to it.” 

“Me too,” Ina offered. 
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They arranged to meet later, and then the subject changed 
to excitement for what appeared to be a record-setting crowd 
filling the street. Maggie was content to finish her salad and 
listen to her friends. 

“June, what is it?” Ina suddenly asked. 

Maggie looked at June. Her face was screwed up in concentra- 
tion. She’d pulled the carpetbag from the plastic bag and had her 
hand inside the satchel, her focus fixed on it. Her head suddenly 
popped up, and she met Maggie’s gaze. 

“You can forget about your other leads for now.” Her excited 
tone captured Maggie’s curiosity. “I’m pretty sure I know why 
Ike wanted this bag so badly.” 


eee eeeeesese 


Jones face lit with anticipation as she handed the bag back 
to Maggie. “There’s something hidden between the lining and 
the bottom.” 

“Hidden?” Maggie’s mind was awash with confusion. “Emily 
and I checked inside the bag last night and didn’t feel anything.” 

“It’s thin,” June replied. “Barely perceptible.” 

Maggie ran her fingers carefully over the interior’s faded silk 
lining, pressing harder than she had the last time. But all she detected 
was the hard bottom and the silk. “I’m not feeling anything.” 

“Press down near a corner. You can feel the edge of something.” 

Maggie pushed her fingers into a corner and felt a slight 
bump. “It’s so thin it would have to be paper.” 

“Or an imperfection in the bottom,” James suggested. 

June frowned at him. “I’m almost certain there’s something 
inside there.” 

“There’s only one way to find out if she’s right,” Ina said. 
“Slice open the lining.” 

Maggie stared at the decades-old piece and couldn’t fathom 
damaging the fabric on a hunch. “I don’t think I could do it.” 

“What about a seam?” Fran asked. “If there is one, you could 
open it without ruining the lining.” 

Maggie checked inside. “The seam runs along the side of 
the bag.” 

“Can I look at it?” 

Maggie passed the bag across the table. 

Fran peered inside. “I’m going to gently turn the lining 
inside out.” 
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Maggie wouldn't trust herself to mess with the aged silk, but 
with Fran’s textile degree and her extensive sewing experience, 
Maggie trusted her implicitly. 

Fran pressed her lips together as she examined various angles 
of the fabric, then looked up. “I can open the seam at my shop 
where I have the right tools to do it.” 

“That would be wonderful,” Maggie said. 

“You trust me not to ruin it?” 

“Of course. If anyone can do this, it’s you.” 

“Then let’s clear the table and go.” Fran pushed to her feet. 

“Wait!” June protested. “I discovered the hidden item, and I really 
want to be there to see what it is, but I have to get back to work.” 

“No problem,” Fran said. “I can get my tools, and we can 
do it at the antiques shop so you can watch.” 

“Thank you,” June said. “I know I probably shouldn't have gotten - 
so invested in this, but I think Maggie’s sleuthing is contagious.” 

“You do spend a lot of time with me.” Maggie smiled and 
stood. “I'll clear your spot, Fran, so you can go pick up whatever 
you need.” 

Looking as excited as June, Fran nodded and disappeared 
into the crowd. 

“You all are welcome to join us for the big reveal if you want.” 
Maggie set down the bag to collect their empty containers. 

“I have to get back to my duties.” Ruth picked up her own 
lunch containers. “And Liz and Ina are joining me ina few hours 
to run the raffle.” 

Ina’s lips pursed in a pout. “I wanted to use my go-fast shoes 
this morning, so I put them on, but now I wish I’d worn stick- 
in-the-mud shoes so I could stay here and see what you find.” 

Maggie chuckled. 

James rose. “As an alderman, I thought it would be good to 
take this whole weekend off to help with the festival, so I don’t have 
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any official duties until later today. I’d love to see what you find.” 

“You'll come tell us what it is, right?” Liz asked. 

“Of course,” Maggie promised. “Before you go, Ruth, 
could you tell me what Officer Linton was questioning you 
about this morning?” 

“Oh that.” Ruth waved a hand. “He wanted to know if I’ve 
thought of anything else since last night.” 

“And have you?” 

“Nope.” 

“Promise me you'll be careful today.” 

“T don’t follow,” Ruth said. 

“You saw the man arguing with Ike, and he could be afraid 
you can identify him.” 

“Oh.” Her eyes widened. 

“I don’t mean to worry you. Just be careful, okay?” Maggie 
opted not to tell Ruth about the truck that had followed her that 
morning. No sense in panicking her friend when Maggie couldn’t 
be absolutely certain that the vehicle had been following her. 

Ruth nodded and then left with Liz and Ina. 

“Kind of like the pot calling the kettle black, isn’t it?” James said. 

“You mean me telling Ruth to be careful?” 

He nodded. “Now you know how I feel.” 

“I can take the bag,” June offered when she came back from 
tossing her items into the trash. 

Maggie handed over the carpetbag, then cleaned up the 
remains of her lunch and Fran’s. She and James headed into 
Carriage House Antiques. The small bell above the door tinkled, 
and Maggie sighed as cooler air enveloped them. 

June had set the bag on the counter and was looking at 
the computer. Emily stood in the middle of the shop, helping 
a customer. Maggie overheard her beautiful daughter talking 
knowledgeably about a seven-inch German doll crafted by 
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Hermann Steiner. Maggie had enjoyed antiques for years, and 
she was pleased to have passed along her interest to Emily, who 
especially loved antique dolls. 

“She has the original glass flirty eyes, wig, body, and factory 
dress.” Emily tucked a long strand of hair behind her ear. 

“Tt seems to be in excellent condition. I'll take it,” the 
customer said. 

Emily caught Maggie’s gaze, and her dark eyes, so like 
her father’s, shone with happiness. Maggie knew she wasn’t 
going to deal in antiques for a career—she was going to nursing 
school—but a $1,500 sale was something to be proud of. 

“Emily’s doing a great job. We're lucky to have her this week,” 
June said fondly, and Maggie beamed at her. 

Emily escorted her customer toward the counter. Maggie 
didn’t want to seem like a helicopter parent, so she said to James, 
“We have a lighted magnifying glass in the back. I'll go grab it.” 

“Why not take the bag back there?” James asked. 

“T should stay out here,” June answered. 

“And I don’t want her to miss out on the reveal,” Maggie added. 

He settled on one of the counter stools. “Watch—with all 
this fuss, the surprise will end up being paper used to line the 
bottom or something equally anticlimactic.” 

“Let's hope not.” Maggie strolled through the shop, running 
a finger over a mahogany English side table with its crossbanded 
top. She not only liked to look at antiques, especially ones like 
this one with its tapering fluted legs and spade feet, but she loved 
to touch the rich wood too. 

She slid into the back room, and by the time she’d retrieved 
the light from their workbench and returned to the front, Emily 
was saying good-bye to the doll customer and greeting a woman 
in search of a crystal bowl. 

Emily took her to their crystal display near the back of the 
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shop, where June was helping another customer. Maggie clamped 
the light onto the counter. She felt James watching her from his 
stool and was so aware of his attention that her hands suddenly 
felt clumsy. She managed to get the light attached and plugged 
in as Fran traipsed inside. Maggie positioned the magnifying 
glass over the bag and turned on the light. 

“T thought this might help,” Maggie said to Fran. 

“Yes, that’s great.” Fran set a small cloth bag on the counter 
and took out a tiny seam ripper. “If there’s something else you 
have to do, you may want to do it. I plan to go stitch by stitch so 
I don’t ruin the fabric, and it/1l take some time.” 

“T don’t have anything more important than this.” 

“Then feel free to stay, but please don’t hover over my 
shoulder,” Fran said shyly. “I’m already anxious enough, and 
being watched won't help.” She settled on a stool, turned the bag 
on its side, and pulled out the lining. 

The doorbell tinkled as a silver-haired man with stooped 
shoulders entered. 

“Tl go help this customer,” Maggie said. 

“And I can take a look around at the new antiques,” James 
offered as he rose to his feet. Maggie knew he’d already seen 
everything she’d recently added, as he stopped by all the time, 
but he was being considerate of Fran. 

Maggie greeted her customer with a broad smile. 

“I’m looking for a copper teakettle,” the older man said. 
“My wife’s friend said she saw the one I’m looking for, and I 
was hoping you still had it.” 

“T haven't been working in the shop today, but let’s check 
our display.” Maggie led the man across the shop, and when she 
caught sight of the kettle, she hurried ahead to pick it up. 

A single handle was fastened to the top with a long arched 
spout on the front. The copper was worn and dented, and green 
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patina colored the ridges. It had dovetail jointing down the side 
and a maker’s mark on the bottom. 

She turned to show the kettle to the customer. “Is this what 
you were looking for?” 

“It’s perfect. Silvia is going to be thrilled. It’s for our fiftieth 
anniversary.” 

Maggie thought the teakettle was special but not something 
she’d choose for a fiftieth wedding anniversary. Sometimes people, 
often men, needed guidance when making their selections. 

“This is a lovely gift,” she said with feeling. “But did you 
know the traditional gift for a fiftieth anniversary is gold?” 

He waved a gnarled hand. “That's for the movies and fancy 
people. No, we recently moved to a smaller home, and the movers 
lost a box. Inside was a French teakettle passed down through 
Silvia’s family over the years. She was devastated. This one won’t 
be the same, but itll make her smile, and with her recent health 
issues, I'll do just about anything to make her happy.” 

Maggie was in awe of his love for his wife and felt tears welling 
up. She gave a crisp nod and blinked them back. “Then let’s get 
this wrapped up for you so you can make Silvia’s day special.” 

Working on the end of the counter opposite Fran, Maggie 
wrapped the package in white paper. For good measure, she added 
gold ribbon and a bow while the sweet older man watched her. 

“You've got a nice shop here,” he said. 

“l inherited it from my aunt,” Maggie said proudly. “She was 
an amazing woman.” She slid the package across the counter. 
“Is there anything else I can do for you?” 

“Keep this a secret.” He lifted a finger to his lips and winked. 

Maggie laughed and collected his payment. By the time he 
departed, June was free to help other customers, and Maggie 
and James rejoined Fran at the counter. 

She looked up. “I think the opening is big enough now for 
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your hand, Maggie. Let’s check it before I rip out more stitches.” 

Maggie carefully put her hand through the small gap and 
felt along the bottom. “There are papers in here all right.” 

June clasped her hands. “I knew it!” 

“T can’t get them out through this opening though.” Maggie 
gently withdrew her hand. “I'll need you to make it bigger, Fran.” 

“That I can do.” Fran took the bag and applied her small 
seam ripper again while they waited. After a minute, she passed 
the bag back to Maggie. 

Maggie felt for the bottom again and grasped the edge of the 
papers. “I think I can roll this up and get it out.” 

She took her time and rolled the paper—no easy feat, since she 
was doing it with one hand, blindly, and she had to be careful not 
to damage it. She got her fingers around the roll and slowly lifted 
her hand out. When the pages were visible, she said, “Someone 
grab onto the papers so I don’t drop them back inside.” 

Fran wrapped her fingers around the papers below Maggie’s 
hand, and they took their time withdrawing their discovery so 
they didn’t damage either the papers or the lining. 

Maggie gently unrolled the papers and was surprised to 
see it was only one page folded up. She spread out the paper to 
reveal a large pencil drawing of a Victorian home. In addition 
to a line drawing of the elevation of the house that showed its 
location near a cliff by the sea, the interior floor plan was drawn 
at the bottom and held the measurements of each room. There 
was also a horse-drawn carriage with a man and woman in the 
buggy and a footman in the back, facing away from the couple. 

“It’s an architectural drawing of a house,” James said, 
looking over her shoulder. “The plan would have been used 
when building the place.” 

“Likely from before modern blueprints were invented and 
commonly used,” June said. “That was in the mid-1800s.” 
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“Your knowledge constantly amazes me,” Maggie said to 
her friend, and she meant it. 

“Look.” June pointed at one of the corners. “The edge has 
been torn off.” 

“T suspect that’s where the owner’s name and address were 
located,” James said. 

“Do you think someone wanted to hide that information, or 
was it damaged over time?” Fran asked. 

June inspected the edge. “Hard to tell.” 

“One thing is clear,” Fran said. “The drawing is old. Does 
anyone have a guess on the age?” 

“The house is Victorian,” James offered. 

“The clothing is Victorian too.” June leaned over the drawing, 
as did Maggie. 

The woman wore a high-necked Abbington blouse with a 
cameo brooch and a long walking skirt. Over the top, she wore 
a simple duster, and a dark coachman hat sat on her head. The 
man was drawn in Bowden trousers and a Comstock vest. He 
also sported a coachman hat and a dark frock coat. A silky puff 
tie completed the look. 

Maggie had seen enough to render an opinion. “If we’re 
going on clothes only, I’d say this is from the Victorian era, from 
1837 to 1901.” 

“I concur,” June said. “And judging by the size of the house, 
plus the clothing and carriage, this couple, if they are based on 
a real couple, was wealthy.” 

James tapped the footman. “I suspected as much when I 
saw the servant.” 

“Do you think the woman is Lavinia Taylor and the man her 
husband?” Maggie asked. 

“That would make sense,” James said. “I don’t recognize the 
house, though, so I doubt it’s here in Somerset Harbor.” 
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Maggie bent closer to look at a room in the back of the 
house with a small symbol drawn in the corner. “Is that a 
heart-shaped padlock?” 

James put the drawing under the magnifying glass. “It’s 
definitely a padlock.” 

“What in the world could that mean?” Maggie asked. “Was 
there some sort of secret in that room? Perhaps having to do with 
love since the lock is shaped like a heart?” 

“And why was the drawing hidden in the carpetbag in the 
first place?” June asked. “I mean, why hide an architectural 
drawing like this at all?” 

“My best guess is that it has to do with this padlock symbol,” 
Maggie said. “We need to learn about locks from the 1800s, and 
I know just the man who can help.” 

James pointed at the rough edge on the bottom of the paper. 
“It could also have to do with this missing corner.” 

“But what?” Fran asked. 

Maggie’s mind was already racing ahead to things she needed 
to do. “I aim to find out.” 
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{bets stared at the drawing as if hoping that eyeballing it 
would make answers pop off the page. Maggie had been doing 
the same thing, but the fact of the matter was, if it hadn’t hit her 
yet, it wasn’t going to. She wished Fran hadn’t needed to return 
to her quilt shop so soon and June wasn’t busy helping a cus- 
tomer. It might prove helpful to have them weigh in with more 
thoughts about the drawing. 

She pushed off her stool. “I’m going to call Erwin Arnett.” 

“He’s the locksmith who’s an expert in antique keys and 
locks, right?” James asked. 

Maggie nodded. “He helped me with that key we found in 
the vase at Christmastime.” She dug out her cell phone and dialed. 

Erwin answered on the first ring. 

“Erwin, it’s Maggie Watson.” 

“Maggie! Please tell me you have another mystery to test 
my brain.” 

“As a matter of fact, I do. However, this time it’s about a 
padlock shaped like a heart, and I only have a drawing of it on 
the sketch of a building design.” 

“Heart-shaped, you say?” 

“Yes, and we think the drawing was created in the 1800s, 
so I thought you might be able to shed some light on this lock, 
if it actually exists.” 

“Heart-shaped locks have been common in a myriad of time 
periods, so I would need to see the drawing to help narrow it down.” 

“Hold on,” Maggie said. “Let me take a quick picture and 
text it to you.” 
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At his ready agreement, she grabbed her phone and navi- 
gated to the camera. Though the lock was small, as she zoomed 
in on it, she could see it was as intricately drawn as the people. 
She snapped a few pictures and sent the best one to Erwin. 

“Okay,” he said. “What I can tell from this picture is that 
the lock has a movable key cover, and it’s thick and less refined, 
both of which are characteristics of nineteenth-century locks. 
But that’s all I can tell you.” 

“How about what a lock like this might be used for and why 
it might be on a house drawing?” 

“T have no idea why it would be on the drawing. I’ve never 
seen a drawing with a lock on it before. And without knowing 
the actual size of the lock, I’d be speculating as to its use.” Erwin 
sighed. “I’m sorry I can’t be of more help, but if you find the 
actual lock, I’d love to take a look at it for you.” 

She thanked him, and as she put her phone away, she noticed 
James watching her. “I suppose you got the gist of that call.” 

“The drawing isn’t enough for him to be of any help.” 

She nodded. 

“Maybe we're coming at this the wrong way.” James ran his 
finger over the drawing, letting it come to rest on the area behind 
the house. “The house was built overlooking the ocean, and if 
we assume that it’s located nearby, we might have a chance of 
finding the actual house.” 

Maggie nibbled on her lip as she gave his idea some thought. 
“We could take a drive along the coast to Pelican Cove, where 
the bag was sold. Maybe the house is located there.” 

“Maybe,” he agreed, but his tone was reserved. “But you 
have to recognize that my theory could be a long shot. The house 
could have been torn down long ago to make way for commercial 
development or even a more modern home.” 

“True, but what harm would it do to take a scenic drive this 
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afternoon? I’ve finished everything I need to do for the antiques 
sale, and I have my cell phone if any of the dealers need to contact 
me. Can you spare the time?” 

“Like I said, I’m off all weekend. I'd be glad to take you on 
a drive after we talk to Gary.” 

“It’s a beautiful day for a drive,” June said as she joined 
them. “You should take the time to enjoy it.” 

“You don’t mind if I leave you here for a bit?” Maggie asked. 

June waved a hand. “T’ve got plenty of customers to keep me 
busy, and it’s nothing I can’t handle. And as long as I have a coffeepot 
and Emily is around to give me a dinner break, I’m good to go.” 

“Tl be here until six and can help close,” Emily said from 
where she sat on the stool, looking at her phone. “But then I’m 
heading back to Standish for the fireworks.” 

Maggie wished Emily could stay longer, but she had accli- 
mated well to college life and had many friends, for which 
Maggie was grateful. 

“Can you take the carpetbag back to the house when you 
leave?” Maggie asked in case she didn’t make it back to the shop 
that night. For some reason, she didn’t like the idea of leaving 
the bag in the shop. 

“Sure, Mom.” 

“And how about a hug if I don’t see you before you go back 
to school?” 

Emily set down her phone, and Maggie pushed to her feet. 
She held her daughter close, remembering so many wonderful 
occasions they’d shared in the past. 

“You're acting like you won’t ever see me again.” Emily 
extracted herself and flashed a look of independence. “I'll be 
back to visit soon, you know.” 

“I know,” Maggie said with a wink. “But that doesn’t mean 
I won’t hug you just as hard then too.” 
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Emily rolled her eyes, but a little smile crossed her lips as 
she turned her attention back to her phone. 

Maggie grabbed her tote bag and looked at James. “Let’s go 
talk to Gary and take that drive.” 

Outside, the crowd had thinned. She suspected most people had 
gone to the park for the raffle. Maggie and James made their way 
down the street to The Busy Bean. They wove between the tables 
and the people milling about in front of the coffee shop. The cool 
ocean breeze always whisked over the area, and on hot days locals 
vied for the outdoor seats. Today was no exception, even though 
the breeze had disappeared again and the sun was swelteringly hot. 

At the door, James turned to her. “Why don’t you grab us a 
table, and I'll wait for Gary outside to make sure he finds the place?” 

She didn’t mind sitting in the air-conditioned café, so she 
nodded and he opened the door for her. The nutty aroma of 
fresh coffee drifted out on the blessedly cool air. Several tables 
were filled with fellow residents of Somerset Harbor, but an 
empty table sat in the back where no one would overhear their 
conversation. She crossed quickly to it and sat down. 

Daisy waved from behind the counter, her face flushed and 
wisps of hair matted on her forehead. As a former beauty queen, 
she always took great care with her appearance and had looked 
picture-perfect at lunch, but she’d clearly been working hard in 
the interim. 

“Can I get you anything, hon?” she called out. 

“Til have a glass of ice water. You can bring it when everyone 
arrives for the meeting.” 

Daisy arched an eyebrow, looking like she wanted to ask 
who Maggie was meeting, but she blew a strand from her face 
instead and turned her attention back to the espresso machine. 
Maggie checked the beehive clock on the wall. It was time for 
their meeting. Perhaps Gary had run into issues with traffic? 
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With the festival in full swing it would not be surprising. 

When he finally walked through the door, he looked exactly 
as Maggie had expected a contractor with an interest in antique 
sprockets to look. Tall and brawny with wide shoulders, he wore a 
plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up, jeans worn thin at the knees, 
and a baseball cap. His work boots were scuffed and scarred, 
and he clomped through The Busy Bean next to James, who was 
dressed in business casual. They were quite the study in contrasts. 

When they reached her, James introduced Gary, who removed 
his cap and stuck it in his back pocket before he shoved out his 
hand. Maggie grasped it and wasn’t surprised by the rough and 
callused skin. 

She gestured at a chair across from her. “Can I get you a cup 
of coffee or something else?” 

“I came from a jobsite, and with this heat, I could drink a 
gallon of water.” 

Daisy appeared with her order pad and pencil. “Il bring 
you the tallest glass we have. How about a slice of apple pie to 
go with that?” 

“Td never say no to pie,” Gary said eagerly, “and there’s 
nothing more patriotic on this weekend than apple pie.” 

“Coming right up .. .” Daisy’s words fell off, and she gave 
him a pointed look. 

“Gary Keel.” 

“He’s a contractor from Pelican Cove,” Maggie added. 

Daisy shot her a questioning look. “You planning on remodeling?” 

Maggie shook her head but didn’t elaborate. She knew Daisy 
would try to read too much into anything she might say. 

“Gary said he’s really thirsty,” James reminded Daisy. “And 
I'd love a glass of iced tea.” 

“Okay, fine.” Daisy shoved her pencil behind her ear. “I can 
take a hint.” 
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“Really?” James teased. “Since when?” 

She swatted at him, then gave Maggie a look that said, I’m 
going now, but you will tell me what this meeting is about later. 

Maggie dug the auction catalog from her tote bag and flipped 
to the sprocket page for Gary. “I’m sorry we don’t have the actual 
items for you to look at.” 

Gary took the brochure and pulled off his glasses to hold the 
picture close. He studied the page, rotated it a few times, and 
then set it down. “Interesting.” 

“What?” Maggie asked. 

“T’ve seen the larger sprocket before. It’s common to many 
industrial machines, but the little one is new to me. I'll have to 
do some research on it to see if I can determine its use.” 

“That would be great. I’d really appreciate it.” Maggie made 
sure to offer him a thankful smile. 

“Trust me. It’s no hardship. I love looking into industrial 
antiques.” Gary stared at the brochure again. “The large sprocket 
has a traditional sawtooth edge, and it’s very common, which might 
make it hard to pin down. But the angle of the teeth on the smaller 
one is so unique that it should be easier to figure out its use.” 

Daisy returned with a tray holding drinks for all and a large 
slice of warm apple pie for Gary, who dug into it and beamed. 
“I won't forget how good this is. The next time I pass through 
town, I'll be sure to stop in.” 

Daisy looked pleased, but then a shrill timer sounded and 
she rushed back to the counter. 

As Gary consumed his pie and downed his water, they 
chatted about his love of industrial antiques. 

After he’d cleaned his plate, he picked up the brochure again. 
“Tl get going and report back to you as soon as I have anything 
worth passing on.” 

“Thanks again,” Maggie said and handed him a business card. 
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After a quick nod, he headed for the door. 

“Ready for that scenic drive?” James asked. 

“You bet. Not only will it be nice, but it’s probably best to 
get out of here before Daisy grills us about our meeting with 
Gary. I’d rather the whole town didn’t know about this just yet.” 
Maggie gathered her things and waved good-bye to Daisy on 
their way out. 

“Hope you found out what you needed to know,” Daisy 
called after them. 

Maggie nodded but hurried outside. She didn’t want this 
particular bit of information to make it into Daisy’s daily gossip. 

“My car’s parked behind my office.” James placed his hand 
on the small of her back, guiding her. 

As they negotiated the throng of people, she caught sight 
of Gary climbing into a truck very much like the one that had 
followed her that morning. She couldn’t see the plate, but she 
stopped to stare as he drove off. 

“What is it?” James asked. 

“Gary. He got in a pickup that looks identical to one that 
followed me this morning.” 

James locked gazes with her. “You never mentioned being 
followed.” 

“That's because I’m still not entirely sure he was following me.” 
She paused. “And I knew it would worry you and everyone else.” 

“Then you know me well, because it does.” 

She appreciated his concern, but her mind had moved on 
to wondering if Gary had any connection to the sprockets and 
Ike’s death. 

“T recognize that look, and before you go thinking that Gary 
is somehow involved, he isn’t. I’ve known him for years. He’s 
a good guy.” 

Maggie chose not to argue about it. She didn’t want to 
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disparage James’s friend when she had no solid reason to do so. 
“We should get going,” she said instead and started off again. 

Once they were settled in James’s classic black Mercedes, he 
fixed his attention on the road. Maggie appreciated his vigilance, 
especially with pedestrians scurrying in all directions. He finally 
merged his car onto the highway, and his attention drifted to the 
rearview mirror. 

Maggie glanced back and spotted a gray pickup truck in the 
distance. “Do you see the truck behind us?” 

He nodded. “It’s a Ford F-250, a very common truck. I 
personally know many guys who own them, and this could 
simply be a coincidence.” 

“Or it could be Gary.” 

James shot her a quick look, then worked the muscle in his jaw. 

“Do you know what kind of truck he drives?” she asked. 

James shook his head. “I know he bought a new one a few 
months ago, and I didn’t notice what he was driving today.” 

Maggie looked back again. “If you quickly change our route, 
we can see if this truck is following us.” 

“Already on it.” At the next exit, he made a last-minute lane 
change to leave the highway. 

Maggie held on and watched out the back window. The 
truck slammed on its brakes and turned onto the off-ramp just 
in time, the tires squealing. 

“He's following us, all right.” James frowned. “I’m going 
to pull over ahead, and when I do, can you try to get the license 
plate number?” 

“Yes.” She jerked a notebook and pen from her tote bag. 
She glanced over her shoulder and spotted the grill ornament. 
“Tt looks like the same truck that followed me this morning.” 

“Get ready to write down the plate number.” James glanced 
in the mirror, then swerved onto a scenic lookout on the side of 
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the road and slammed on the brakes. The truck had no choice 
but to drive on by. 

Maggie caught the Maine license number and jotted it down. 
“Got it. I saw a similar truck near the portable schoolroom the 
night Ike was killed too, but this isn’t the same plate number.” 

“When we get back to town, we'll go straight to the police 
department and have them run the plate.” 

“Agreed, though I’m sure they won’t tell us who the truck 
belongs to.” 

James met her gaze. “It could lead to Ike’s killer.” 

“Which is why I want the information.” 

“Okay,” James said. “In the event this guy is still hanging 
around, I’m going to do a U-turn and then make a bunch of quick 
turns to get back to the highway.” 

Maggie didn’t miss James’s saying “this guy” instead of 
“Gary.” She supposed she’d do the same thing if they were 
discussing one of her friends in relation to a murder. 

“Hold on,” he said. 

She grabbed onto the armrest, and he made several crazy 
turns in succession. 

“T1l need to call you Mario Andretti after this,” she joked, 
but her humor did nothing to lighten the mood in the car. 

Once he merged back onto the highway, she settled against 
the leather seat and placed the drawing on her lap so she could 
compare it to the houses they drove by. James eased off the gas, 
and Maggie fixed her focus on homes located close to the wide, 
sandy beach. They passed a pair of large Dutch Colonial Revivals 
painted blue with white trim and a quaint white cottage with 
peeling paint, none of which fit the traditional look of the home 
they were searching for. 

She focused down the road, and her breath caught. “There! 
Up ahead. That one is big enough, and it could be Victorian.” 
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James slowed even more, and as they pulled up next to the 
two-story home, Maggie saw that it didn’t have a wraparound 
porch or the multitiered roofline of the home they were looking for. 

She didn’t need to say anything. James sped up and they 
finished the drive to Pelican Cove. 

“I was sure we'd find the house by now,” she said. 

“T’d hoped for the same thing.” 

James slowed his speed to match the posted speed limit, 
and they crept through the small town. On a normal day, she’d 
enjoy the unique shops with brightly colored awnings, but today 
her focus was on finding the house in the drawing. They drove 
down every street in the small town to no avail. 

“Maybe we should check Mills Landing. It’s not far from here.” 

“Sure,” James said. 

They fell silent as he drove back onto the highway. 

Maggie kept her gaze focused out the window. When they 
arrived in the middle of town without spotting the house, Maggie’s 
hope died. “It’s not looking good.” 

“Don't give up yet,” James said. “We have a few more streets 
to check by the ocean.” 

Maggie’s phone rang, and she dug it from her bag. The 
number didn’t have a name associated with it, meaning the 
person wasn’t in her address book. 

“Hello?” 

“Maggie, it’s Carol Hansen at Grandma’s Antiques.” Her 
voice was rushed and breathless. 

“You sound upset. Are you all right?” 

“No! Just the opposite.” Carol’s voice teetered higher. “My 
son helped me find the video, and I looked at it. You'll never 
believe it, but the man who sold me the carpetbag and sprockets—I 
know his name.” 
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news she had just heard. “Sorry, Carol. I’m going to need to call 
you back. I'll stop by Grandma’s Antiques to discuss this with 
you in person.” She disconnected the call and nudged James, 
pointing. “That's it. The house sitting back from the road.” 

James slowed almost to a stop, and Maggie saw his eyes 
narrow as he squinted at it. “Sure looks like it.” He clicked on 
the blinker and made the turn. 

Maggie couldn’t bear to sit still as they pulled up in front 
of the home that looked to be an exact match to the one in the 
drawing, so she jiggled her knees in pent-up anticipation. 

James parked in front of the two-story home that was painted 
a crisp white with a porch wrapping around the entire building. 
She counted five different peaks in the roof, which she assumed 
created very interesting rooms inside. 

“It’s a perfect match to the drawing. It even has the same 
gingerbread trim,” she pointed out. “I’m so glad to see it’s been 
well cared for.” 

“There’s a car in the driveway, so maybe someone’s home.” 

“Let's go find out.” Maggie climbed out of the car, and 
a blustery wind from the ocean caught the drawing, almost 
ripping it from her hand. She used both hands to hold on, but 
her hair blew wildly, preventing her from seeing the ground 
ahead of her. 

“Let me take the drawing.” James gently pulled it from her 
hands and folded the flapping paper. 

Maggie looked at the ocean, and she was surprised to see 
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boats bobbing on the whitecaps. “I wouldn’t want to be out 
there today.” 

James nodded, his expression sobering, and Maggie instantly 
regretted bringing up the ocean with him. After high school, his 
fiancée had taken her catamaran out in bad weather and drowned. 
James wasn’t afraid of water, but he had a healthy respect for the 
damage rough seas could do. . 

He started for the front door, and Maggie followed. Her hair 
whipped into her face, and she pulled it back with her hands, 
holding it in place until she was on the porch, where they were 
shielded from the heavy gusts. 

James rang the doorbell. Maggie combed her fingers through 
her tangled hair and straightened her shirt. 

“Do you know what you're going to say if anyone answers?” 
James asked. 

“No. I thought I’d play it by ear.” 

Maggie heard footsteps on the other side of the door. She 
took a deep breath and smiled broadly so the occupant wouldn’t 
be leery of them. 

The door opened, revealing a woman who looked to be in 
her early forties. She hugged the back of the door and poked her 
head around the edge. Her blond hair was pulled up in a messy 
bun, leaving strands free to dangle against her round face. 

“Can [help you?” she asked, still clinging to the door. 

Maggie introduced both of them, then took the drawing from 
James. “We found this drawing in an old carpetbag and took a 
drive up the coast to see if we could find the house.” She held 
out the drawing. “We believe it’s your house.” 

The woman opened the door wider to glance at the page, 
then eyed them skeptically. “It could be our house, I suppose.” 

“The bag that held the drawing appears to have belonged to a 
woman named Lavinia Taylor. Do you know anything about her?” 
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“No. Never heard of her.” 

Maggie held the drawing closer to the woman and tapped 
the room layout section of the page. “Can you confirm this is the 
layout of your house?” 

The woman stared at the drawing. “No,” she finally said. 
“Our kitchen is on the opposite side of the house.” 

“Has your home been updated in a renovation?” James 
asked, and Maggie was glad he did; she hadn’t even considered 
that possibility. 

“Yes,” she said. 

James looked at Maggie. “If the kitchen was moved, we could 
be looking at the right house.” 

“Tf you'll excuse me,” the woman said, “I have something 
in the oven.” 

“What about your husband?” Maggie asked. “Could we 
talk to him?” 

“He’s busy right now.” She firmed her chin. “I’m sorry, but 
I don’t think we can help you.” She started to close the door. 

Maggie reacted on instinct, shoving her foot into the open 
doorway. “Please, won’t you ask him? It’l only take a minute, 
and this is so important to us.” 

The woman seemed to think about it for a moment and then 
nodded. “Tl be right back.” She nudged the door toward them 
until Maggie withdrew her foot, and then the door closed with 
a solid thump. 

Maggie heard the deadbolt slip into place. “She’s apprehensive.” 

“Do you blame her? Two complete strangers just showed 
up on her porch and started asking questions about her house, 
of which they have an old drawing.” 

“I suppose I’d probably react the same way.” 

“Are you kidding me?” He grinned. “You'd invite us in and 
find a way to get involved in the mystery.” 
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“Okay, maybe I would. Let’s hope the husband is more like 
me, then.” 

The door opened again, and Maggie looked the man over. He 
was tall and muscular, and he had on jeans and a checked shirt. 
Not a work-worn kind of shirt like Gary had been wearing, but a 
casual cotton shirt. His chin was covered in stubble, his hairline 
was receding, and he had spiked a tuft of hair on the top. There 
was a distinct dent in his hair, probably from a cap. Maybe a 
baseball cap, like the one Ike’s killer supposedly wore? 

She let that thought go for the moment, introduced herself 
and James again, and then held out the drawing. “I know it’s a 
strange request, but we're looking for information about a woman 
who may have once owned this house. It’s imperative that we 
find out all we can.” 

The man pointed at the torn corner on the drawing. “Maybe 
someone tore that off to hide her identity.” 

“Her name was Lavinia Taylor,” Maggie said, undaunted by 
his surly attitude. “Any chance you know of her?” 

He eyed her. “If you’re looking for a family connection to 
this lady, you won't find it through us. We only bought the house 
two years ago.” 

“Do you know the name of the people you purchased it 
from?” Maggie pressed. 

“Don’t remember.” 

“Could you check your records?” 

“No.” The man crossed his arms. 

Maggie couldn’t help but notice the muscles under his sleeves. 
Muscles quite capable of hefting a heavy sprocket and hitting 
someone over the head with it. “It’s vitally important that we find 
Lavinia,” she continued as she dug into her pocket for her phone. 

“Youre not going to find out about her through me. I never 
heard of her.” He reached for the door. 


Loom and Doom 101 


“Please wait. It’s a matter of life or death,” Maggie said, 
though she knew it was a slight stretch of the truth. 

He arched an eyebrow. 

On impulse, she quickly lifted her phone to snap a picture 
of his face. 

He reached out like he might take her phone, then slammed 
the door in their faces, his expression livid. 

“That didn’t go so well,” Maggie observed to acai 

“Why on earth did you take his picture?” 

“Thad this strange feeling that he might be involved in Ike’s 
death. Ruth may have seen the killer, so I can show the picture 
to her and see if this was the guy she saw.” 

“You do realize it’s a long shot.” 

“T do. But what else do we have to go on at this point?” 

“For one, now that we have an address, we can review the 
property records. Those will give us the history of the house and 
perhaps provide us with another name to research.” 

“Women didn’t often own property back then,” Maggie said. 
“Odds are that the deed was in Lavinia’s husband’s name only.” 

“But we can use the surnames to check marriage records.” 

“The marriage records for this county aren’t online, so that 
will have to wait until Monday. That could be a problem.” 

“True,” he said. “But I'll try to find permits online for this 
house to see if the kitchen was moved. I also think it’s time for you 
to make copies of the drawing and put the original in a safe place.” 

She shot him a surprised look. “You think someone might 
want it? Like the man who followed me?” 

“T don’t know, but I do know the more you show it around, 
the more likely the news will spread.” 

“I was hoping to show it to locals at the festival tonight, so 
you might be right. Which means storing it at the shop or the 
manor isn’t a good idea.” 
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“I can hold on to it for you if you'd like.” 

“Perfect,” Maggie said, grateful to have his help. 

They turned to leave, and Maggie spotted a gray truck 
pulling to the curb ahead of them. She grabbed James’s arm and 
pointed. “Look.” 

She felt the muscles in his arm go rigid. “This isn’t good.” 

He dug in his pocket and withdrew the keys for his car, then 
held them out. “Go to the car while I have a talk with this guy.” 

Maggie wanted to be the one to chat with the driver, but 
she knew James would argue, and perhaps in that time, the man 
would drive off. She took the keys. “Be careful.” 

He nodded but didn’t respond. Soon he was taking long 
strides toward the truck. 

She pulled out her phone so she’d be ready to call 911 if 
need be. Then she slowly backed toward James’s car, keeping 
a close eye on the truck. As James approached it from the back, 
the engine suddenly came to life, and the truck roared from the 
curb, leaving James standing in its wake. 

Maggie wished he could have talked to the man, but maybe 
it was better this way. She was starting to think the trip to the 
police department that James had suggested earlier would be 
their safest course of action. 
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Mees forced the threat of danger to the back of her mind 
and trusted James to keep an eye out for the truck in the event 
that it returned to follow them on their drive to Grandma’s 
Antiques. She opened the Internet on her phone and navi- 
gated to a Web page of county property records. When the 
page opened, she plugged in the address of the home from 
which they’d recently departed. The screen churned for a few 
moments and then a name popped up. 

“The house is owned by Warren and Patricia Duncan.” 
Maggie read through the record. “They bought it ten years ago.” 

“So the guy lied to us,” James muttered. 

“But why lie about it? That’s what I want to know.” 

“Does the record list the previous owners?” 

“Tl see.” She scrolled down the page. “No.” 

“That's odd,” he said. “Maybe the website is set for mobile 
users and gives less information than you'd see on a full-size 
computer screen. I'll be glad to look for other records tonight.” 

“Thank you,” she said. “I’m going to search for Patricia and 
Warren online. If I find a picture of them, I could confirm they’re 
the owners.” 

James nodded. 

She found Warren, and the page opened to reveal several 
pictures of the man and woman they'd just talked to. When James 
exited the highway at Pelican Cove and stopped at a light, Maggie 
showed him one of the clearest pictures. 

“No doubt. That’s the guy we talked to.” James frowned. 
“But if he is involved in Ike’s death, it doesn’t explain the truck 
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following us. Warren couldn’t be in two places at once.” 

“Maybe he has a friend watching us.” 

“That seems far-fetched.” 

Maggie had to agree, but she wouldn’t rule it out until she 
possessed enough information to do so. She turned her attention 
back to the road. “When we get to Grandma’s Antiques, would 
you mind waiting in the car?” 

“I’m that scary, am I?” He grinned. 

“Frightfully so.” She laughed. 

Maggie opened her car door and got out. “Actually, I need 
you to stay out here for backup. If I don’t return soon, please 
come get me.” 

James stepped out too and leaned against the car. “Why 
would I need to?” 

“Carol is very easy to talk to. I could lose the whole day.” 

“T guess that’s the price you have to pay to solve a mystery.” 

Maggie crossed the road, and as she entered Grandma’s 
Antiques, she noticed the police officer was nowhere in sight. 

“His name is Angus,” Carol blurted out before Maggie 
had even closed the door. “The guy who sold me the sprockets 
and carpetbag.” 

Maggie joined Carol at the counter. “Angus what?” 

“My customer didn’t know.” 

“Okay, back up. What does a customer have to do with this?” 

“I was looking at the video file that my son made, and one of 
my customers came up next to me and said, ‘Hey, that’s Angus.” 

Maggie was glad to know the man was named Angus, but 
without a last name and address, she’d still have to do a lot of 
digging to find him. She was wishing she hadn’t suggested James 
stay in the car. He might have thought of a question to ask Carol 
like he had at the house they’d found. 

Carol crossed her arms and eyed Maggie. “I thought you’d 
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be more excited to learn his name. I mean, I had to get my son 
over here. And I'll need to bake for him too.” 

“Lam excited, and knowing his name will help since there 
probably aren’t a lot of men named Angus in the area. But it 
would be even more helpful if I knew his last name or where 
he lived. Did your customer know anything more about him? 
Anything at all?” 

“When I asked for more information, all he said was that 
Angus was once a fisherman. That's it.” Carol was starting to 
sound perturbed. 

“I’m sorry to keep asking questions,” Maggie said to soothe 
the woman’s obviously ruffled feathers. “I just don’t want to 
miss anything.” 

Carol nodded. She handed over the DVD holding the security 
video feed for the last month. “Maybe you'll see something on here.” 

“l appreciate your help,” Maggie said oe and started for 
the door. “If you think of anything else, call me.’ 

“T will,” Carol promised. 

Maggie rejoined James at his car, where the policeman who'd 
promised to keep an eye out for Carol stood talking to him. 

“Officer,” she said in greeting. 

“This guy is with you?” He tipped his head at James, who 
was still leaning on the car. 

She nodded. “Why?” 

“T saw him watching Carol’s shop, and it looked mighty 
suspicious.” 

“He was waiting for me.” She climbed into the car, and James 
got in after her. “Thank you for looking out for Carol, Officer.” 

“Just doing my duty, ma’am. You two have a nice weekend.” 

“Thank goodness you came out when you did,” James said. 
“I thought the guy was going to haul me in for loitering.” 

“Really?” She buckled her seat belt. 
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“No, but he was about to make me move along.” James 
backed the car out. “What did you learn?” 

She shared the news about Angus and having the video feed 
for review. “I think Ill use the drive to look for anyone named 
Angus who might live in the area.” 

“We can tell the police about him too.” 

“Yes, of course,” Maggie said. When James parked in front of 
the Somerset Harbor Police Department, she’d come up empty on 
her search for Angus and was eager to talk to the police about him. 

In the shade of a large tree, she and James walked up the 
sidewalk to the building. 

James held the door, and Maggie entered a small foyer witha 
front counter made of reclaimed wood. The receptionist, Paula Ellis, 
looked up. She had brown curly hair with blond strands woven 
throughout. Her mouth was wide, her chin pointy, her gaze hard. 

James explained his request to talk with someone about the truck. 

“Take a seat,” she said brusquely. “All our officers are 
patrolling the festival, so Chief Cole is the only one here right 
now. Ill ask if he has time to see you.” 

Everyone in town knew Paula hoped to become a police 
officer, but the force had its requisite number of officers on staff, 
and it was unlikely a slot would open soon. So she’d settled 
for the receptionist job, but she handled herself like an officer 
regardless of her title. 

James sat, but Maggie remained standing and peered through 
the window that looked out over the town filled with shoppers. 
As she gazed at the action, she used her fingers to comb through 
her hair, which was still tangled from the wind. Soon a side door 
opened and Chief Rick Cole, a tall, barrel-chested man with 
thinning hair, appeared. 

He smiled at Maggie, crinkling his windburned cheeks. 
“Ms. Watson.” 
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“Maggie,” she insisted and shook his hand, noting it was 
as chapped as his face. Somerset Harbor officers spent a good 
deal of time outside, and she’d heard people say that the chief 
believed in getting down in the trenches with his team to know 
what was going on in his town. That philosophy, plus his ability 
to command his team, helped make him a respected leader in 
the town. 

“Come on back to my office and we can talk.” He led the 
way into a large open room holding five desks. Maggie had heard 
officers refer to it as the bull pen, and she knew in the back of 
the station away from public view there were two holding cells. 
They passed a conference room and a small break room to get 
to the chief's office. 

He gestured at two chairs in front of his desk. “Have a seat.” 

James and the chief both waited for Maggie to be seated 
before taking their places. 

Chief Cole rested his hands on his desk and looked directly 
at Maggie. “I assume you're here about Ike Wynne’s murder.” 

Maggie was there to report being followed, but she wasn’t 
about to miss an opportunity to ask about the investigation. 
“Could you give me an update? Especially as it pertains to any 
forensic evidence you may have found?” 

He interlaced his fingers and frowned at her. “I thought you 
understood the legalities involved in sharing information for an 
ongoing case.” 

“T do, but someone has been killed. . .” She stopped talking 
and let the implication hang in the air. 

“And you want to make certain that we're not letting informa- 
tion slip out that needs to be kept confidential.” He finished her 
sentence in a way that she hadn’t intended. “Just know that we're 
working very hard on finding the perpetrator.” 

“Doing what, exactly?” 
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He looked like he wanted to sigh. “You know I run a trans- 
parent department, and I’m more than happy to share any 
information that I can. While I’m not at liberty to go into the 
details of the case, be assured we’re working on it.” 

“But—” 

“Rick says he’s working on it, so let’s leave it at that and tell 
him why we stopped by,” James interrupted. 

Maggie’s mouth fell open. What was going on with James? 
He was here to help her out, not defend the chief when she asked 
a difficult question. She glared at him. 

James chortled at her look, and when she gaped at him, 
he held up a hand. “I’m sorry. Don’t get mad. I didn’t mean to 
laugh, but honestly, your expression when you get fired up about 
something isn’t quite as fierce and intimidating as you think.” 

She felt her face flush. 

The chief cleared his throat. “If we could get back on topic.” 

Maggie could still feel the heat in her face, but she forced 
herself to shift her focus back to Rick. She quickly told him about 
the man named Angus. “Since the name is so uncommon, I was 
hoping you could look him up in your records to locate any 
possible matches.” 

He offered Maggie a tight smile. “I’m sorry, I’m afraid I can’t 
do that. Angus hasn’t committed a crime. Maybe you can find 
the information you're seeking on the Internet.” 

“Perhaps,” she said, doing her best to keep her disappoint- 
ment in check. 

“The other reason for our visit is to report a truck that’s been 
following Maggie,” James said. 

“Following her?” the chief asked, his interest clearly piqued. 

Maggie described the incident and pulled a page from her 
notebook. “Here’s the license plate number.” 

“Now that's something I can act on.” Chief Cole slid the paper 
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close to him and dragged out his keyboard tray. His fingers clicked 
across the keys, and then he sat back to wait for the computer. 
“See? You didn’t even need to bring James along to bully me.” 

“T didn’t—” 

The chief interrupted her, grinning. “I know you didn’t. I 
was joking.” 

“Oh,” Maggie said and laughed. “I guess this whole situation 
has swallowed my sense of humor.” 

The computer dinged, and his attention shot back to the 
screen. “Interesting,” he said, then shoved the keyboard tray back 
under the desk and pulled out two notepads from his drawer. 
He slapped them along with pens onto the desk. “If each of you 
will write out exactly what happened with the vehicle, Il open 
an incident report.” 

Maggie slid up to the desk and started writing. James took 
the notepad and balanced it on his knee. When they’d finished, 
Chief Cole escorted them to the door. 

Outside, the sticky air hit Maggie hard. She had planned 
to spend the evening at the festival, but given the weather, she 
decided she’d rather stay inside. 

“Maggie!” Ruth shouted from down the street as she ran 
toward them. “Thank goodness I found you.” 

Apprehension settled in Maggie’s stomach. “What is it?” 

“T saw the man who argued with Ike. You know . . . the one 
we think killed him. He was in the park. I looked for a police 
officer, but they must be spread thin during dinnertime. So I took 
a picture of the guy and came straight here to report him.” Ruth 
didn’t offer to show the picture but ran past Maggie. She opened 
the front door of the police station and called out, “I found the 
killer! He’s at the park.” 

Maggie reached Ruth in time to see the receptionist’s face 
light up. She quickly paged the chief to the lobby. 
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Maggie was so excited that she grabbed Ruth’s arm. “Show 
me the picture.” 

Ruth took out her phone and displayed the photo. 

Maggie took one look and her breath caught. Even though 
the picture was blurry, she thought she recognized the man. 

James rushed over to her. “What is it?” 

“You're not going to like this, but the man in the picture... 
it...it could be Gary Keel.” 
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ips could also be Warren Duncan,” James replied. 

“And who might that be?” Chief Cole asked as he reached them. 

Maggie explained about finding the drawing in the bag and 
then locating the house. 

“And you didn’t think this was important enough to tell me 
about earlier?” 

“I’m not sure the carpetbag is connected to Ike’s death.” 
Maggie scrolled through her phone to her picture of Warren and 
held it out to Ruth. “Could this be the guy that you saw arguing 
with Ike?” 

Ruth stared at the screen, her eyes widening. “It could be 
him.” She furrowed her brow. “But now that you mention Gary 
Keel, it could be him too. I barely know him, so I can’t be sure.” 
She wrung her hands together. “I thought it would be so easy 
to identify this man, but now I wonder how clearly I saw him 
last night.” 

“You all seem to know this Gary, but I don’t.” Chief Cole dug 
a notepad from his pocket. “What else can you tell me about him?” 

“He’s a contractor and friend of mine who lives in Pelican 
Cove,” James offered. 

“And he’s an expert in industrial antiques,” Maggie added. 
“I met with him and asked him to look into possible uses for the 
sprockets Ike bought at the auction.” 

Chief Cole scrubbed a hand over his face, and Maggie could 
see he carried a heavy burden as the chief. 

“T’ve known Gary for ten or fifteen years,” James said. “And 
other than an ugly divorce a few years ago where he was accused 
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of hiding some assets from his ex, he’s a stand-up guy. I don’t 
know if he actually hid the assets or not. Just that there was a 
big to-do about it.” 

Maggie suspected Chief Cole was considering Gary’s character, 
and hiding assets didn’t speak well of him. Still, he was James’s 
friend, so she’d give him the benefit of the doubt for now. 

“If you'll give me his address and phone number,” the chief 
said, “I'll personally have a talk with him. If he’s not involved, 
it won’t go beyond us.” 

James dug out his cell phone and gave the number to the 
chief, who then turned to face Maggie. “I suppose you're already 
planning to question Keel.” 

“Of course she is,” James said matter-of-factly. “And I plan 
to be with her.” 

“It would be best if you’d give me a crack at him first.” Chief 
Cole looked at his watch. “I have a few things to finish up here, 
and then I'll drive over to Pelican Cove. Probably only take me 
a few hours.” 

“T understand,” Maggie said. “Will you give me a call to let 
me know that you’ve spoken to Gary?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“I know, you can’t tell me what he says. It’s okay. And after 
Warren Duncan slammed the door in my face, I don’t think there’s 
any point in me trying to talk to him again, but will you?” 

The chief nodded. 

She started to say good night, but then a question came to 
mind. “There’s one thing I forgot to ask about earlier. Were you 
able to confirm that Ike’s phone is a prepaid cell?” 

“T can’t answer that, Maggie.” 

“Well... can you at least say if you haven't found out anything 
new about the phone?” 

He paused for a moment, then said carefully, “Officer Linton 
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is often right about his assessments made at a crime scene.” 

She nodded. “Thank you.” 

“For what? Telling you Officer Linton does his job well?” 
The chief suddenly seemed less weary—there was a playful 
glint in his eye. 

“Oh, and fingerprints on the phone,” she said. “Did you 
find any?” 

“T think we should end our discussion while you're ahead.” 
Chief Cole glanced at James as he went back inside. “You're a 
more patient man than I, James Bennett.” 

“He’s right. You are very patient,” Maggie said to James. 

James grinned. “I try.” 

“T appreciate it and all of your support. You're a good friend.” 

“Paula!” the chief called out as he passed her desk. “Get the 
picture from Ruth’s phone and issue an alert for officers to be on 
the lookout for this guy.” 

Maggie peered at Ruth. “I’m going to stop by the shop to 
make a few photocopies. Would you like to walk with us instead 
of going back to the festival?” 

“No,” she said. “Tl be fine. But thank you for the offer.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Paula is notifying the officers. So I feel safe.” 

“Call me if you need me,” Maggie said and turned to James. 
“Where would you like to meet up before we head to Gary’s place 
later— assuming the chief is able to speak with him as planned?” 

“What if we have dinner and go from there?” 

“Right, dinner,” she said. “We do need to eat.” 

He quirked up his mouth. “We could do it together, you 
know. Friends often eat together.” 

“What if we meet at the festival?” 

“Because you want to get there as soon as possible in case 
Gary or Warren is hanging around.” 
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Maggie cocked an eyebrow. “You're getting to know me 
well, aren’t you?” 

“I am at that.” James grinned, but she saw something in his 
eyes that she couldn’t quite interpret. “Ill walk you to the shop so 
you can give me the original drawing to take back to my office.” 

Maggie nodded and led the way to the antiques shop, where 
she copied the drawing and handed it to James. 

He looked at his watch. “Does dinner in two hours work 
for you?” 

She nodded. “I'd like to try the fish tacos from the Portland 
vendor in the park.” 

“Perfect,” he said. “See you then.” 

Maggie wished Emily hadn’t left already since she would 
have loved to spend the next few hours with her daughter. But 
she could use the time to catch up on paperwork for the shop, 
which she did before setting off for the park again. 

A few hours later, she found James standing in line at the 
taco vendor. Still, they had to wait nearly thirty minutes for 
their food, but they were entertained by a very good jazz band 
while waiting. Maggie hummed along to their rendition of “In 
the Mood” as James carried their tray across the grassy space, 
scanning for a place to sit. 

“Over there—hurry.” He didn’t wait for her, but dashed 
through the crowd like Wile E. Coyote in chase of the Road Runner. 

She managed to catch up with him and was rewarded for 
the crazy slide through the crowd when she saw that he’d gotten 
a prime table under a tree overlooking the harbor. 

“You're a miracle worker.” Maggie sat on the painted bench 
facing the water. 

The sun had already started dropping toward the horizon 
and would set in about an hour. There was a faded line blending 
the sea and sky, and it was hard to distinguish between the two. 
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James took a seat next to her, a troubled look on his face. 

She opened her food container. “What’s wrong?” 

“The wind’s shifted from the south.” 

“Ah,” she said, remembering that when warm southern 
winds blew over the colder ocean, fog would soon come rolling 
in and blanket the area. “People around here are used to the fog. 
I doubt theyll go home because of it.” 

“You're right.” He opened the packaging around his taco. 
“T was thinking more about the man following you. Fog would 
be a good cover if he wanted to get close to you.” 

“Oh...yes... well...” She chose not to think about the 
possibilities and bit into the soft tortilla filled with flaky fish 
and spicy tomato salsa. The sauce burned as it went down, but 
she savored the flavor and took another big bite. She followed 
it with a long drink of her raspberry lemonade. “I’m sorry 
about Gary.” 

“I’m choosing to believe he isn’t involved in Ike’s murder.” 

“Yd rather think it was Warren. He wasn’t nearly as nice as 
Gary seems.” 

They turned their attention to their meal, and several people 
stopped to talk to them, a common occurrence in their small 
town. Chief Cole also phoned to tell Maggie that he hadn’t found 
Gary at home. He reluctantly gave his blessing for her to talk 
to Gary if she happened upon him first. Maggie wondered if 
the reason the chief couldn’t find Gary was because he was the 
man Ruth had seen at the festival earlier, but she didn’t voice 
her suspicion because she didn’t want to upset James. 

As predicted, by the time they finished eating, fog had drifted 
in, cocooning them in a hazy blanket. 

“It’s going to be slow going to Gary’s place,” James said. 
“Are you sure you still want to go tonight after the chief said he 


wasn’t home?” 
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“If you don’t think it’s too dangerous to drive, I'd like to at 
least try. He might be home by the time we get there.” 

“I’ve driven in far worse conditions. Let’s go.” James gestured 
ahead, and she started down the hill toward his car. 

As he drove, James focused fully on the road, and Maggie 
didn’t want to disturb him, so she listened to the wipers swish 
moisture off the windshield while thoughts of the investigation 
swam in her head. 

She’d made good progress today. When she'd started the day, 
she didn’t have a suspect at all. Now she had Gary, Warren, and 
the mystery man driving the truck—assuming it wasn’t Gary, 
On top of that, she’d located the house in the drawing. 

But then there was Angus. She still needed to figure out 
how to find him. 

James slowed and leaned forward as if to see through the 
fog. “Gary’s driveway is somewhere on the right.” 

She peered out the window. “J see it. Just ahead.” 

James made the turn onto a long, narrow drive. A light 
burned in the front room of the small cottage; otherwise, Maggie 
might not have even seen the house. James parked in the middle 
of the drive. 

“No vehicle in the driveway,” Maggie said, stating the 
obvious. “Maybe Gary’s still not home.” 

James turned off the engine. “He usually parks in the garage 
out back.” 

Maggie climbed out and wished a cooling breeze would pick 
up and stir the soupy air. She walked down a path of crushed 
seashells that wound to the front door. She knocked hard on the 
weather-beaten door and stood back to wait. She heard the faint 
sounds of footsteps inside. 

“Did you hear that?” she asked. 

James shook his head. “What?” 
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“Footsteps. At least it sounded like footsteps, and moving 
away from the door.” 

James leaned to the side and looked through a window. “I 
don’t see anyone.” 

Maggie checked the window on the other side. “Same here.” 
She knocked harder, then pressed her ear to the door. “Nothing. 
I’m going to check the garage.” 

James grabbed her arm. “Are you sure you want to go 
snooping around here?” 

“Why not?” 

“It’s private property for one thing.” 

“And for another?” 

“Gary’s my friend, and I don’t.treat my friends like that.” 

“What if he’s in danger?” 

“Do you actually believe he’s in danger?” 

“I suppose not.” She waffled. “I simply want to get to the 
bottom of Ike’s murder.” 

“Me too, but not at the expense of my friendships.” 

“Point taken.” Maggie looked around, hoping to find 
another approach or anything to do except get back in the car 
and drive away. 

“We should be going.” James started back to the Mercedes 
and didn’t look back to see if she was following him. 

She slowly trailed him to the car. Once inside, she peered 
at him. “I’m sorry if I’m pushing your boundaries with your 
friend. I’d act the same way with you if it was one of my friends 
under the gun.” 

“Apology accepted.” He started the car. 

As James made a three-point turn, Maggie saw the curtain 
in the front room stir. “Did you see that? The curtain just moved 
in the front window.” 

“Probably the wind,” James said. 
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She nodded, but she’d heard the hum of the air-conditioning 
compressor and knew the windows weren’t open. She also knew 
she was not going to be able to convince James. 

Obviously Gary was home, but he wasn’t willing to talk 
to them. James believed in his friend’s innocence, and Maggie 
wanted to as well. But unfortunately, his actions had just pushed 
him higher up on her suspect list. 

She hoped for James’s sake that she was wrong. 
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D. you want me to drop you off at home?” James asked as he 
drove down the congested street of Somerset Harbor. 

Maggie shook her head. “I still want to ask people about 
Lavinia and Angus, plus show them the drawing in case the 
house we found turns out to be the wrong one.” 

“Do you think it’s wrong?” 

“No, but it’s possible the builder built two identical houses, 
right?” 

“I suppose so. I’m scheduled to judge the junior art category 
this evening so they can announce the winner in the morning. 
Not that I know anything about art. I tried to tell the committee 
that, but they figured with my contracting skills, I must know 
something about form and function at least.” James shook his 
head. “I suspect they didn’t have anyone else to judge.” 

She laughed. “Good luck with that.” 

He parked in the school lot and they went their separate 
ways. As she drew near to the park, where country music rang 
out from the stage, she decided to focus on longtime residents 
since she thought they were more likely to know something 
about the house. 

She soon ran into Daniel Simpson, one of Somerset Harbor’s 
oldest occupants. He wore a short-sleeved shirt with the buttons 
closed at the neck and navy pants held up with striped suspenders. 
The retired fisherman’s face was rough from years of working at 
sea. His nose was flat and wide, his forehead covered in wrinkles 
that reminded Maggie of a pug. 

“Good evening, Mr. Simpson,” Maggie greeted him politely. 
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“A-yup,” he said with conviction and hooked his thumbs 
in his suspenders. Nearing ninety-five, Daniel was still fit and 
able to get around. His mind was sharp, and he often declared 
he’d aged successfully as a result of a lifetime of breathing the 
salty ocean air. 

“I was wondering if I might show you a drawing of a house. 
I’m hoping you might have seen it on the coast and could tell 
me where it is.” 

He nodded, and she held out the picture. 

“A-yup. Saw it with my father when I was a kid.” His eyes 
took on a faraway look. “I remember it because it was painted 
bright colors. I don’t remember exactly where it is though.” 

Maggie wished he could recall the location, but it was exciting 
that he recognized the house. “Do you know who lived there?” 

“Real hoity-toity family. Name was Parson.” 

“Not Taylor?” she asked as she pulled out her notebook to 
write down the name. 

“Nope.” f 

“Was there anyone in the family named Lavinia?” 

“Not that I know of, but then I don’t much know the people.” 
He furrowed his bushy eyebrows. “Now my father, if he was 
alive, he could’ve told you who lived there. The whole family. 
He knew everyone up and down the coast.” 

“Speaking of names, are you familiar with a man in the area 
with the first name of Angus?” 

He nodded. “Knew a fisherman named Angus once. Lived 
in Seacliff. Short guy, but a powerhouse in the day.” 

The man in Carol’s video was short, so the description 
seemed to fit. 

“Could this Angus be related to Lavinia Taylor?” she asked. 

The older man shrugged. “I actually knew the father better 
than Angus. Their last name was Underwood. Last I heard, 
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which is going on thirty or forty years now, Angus still lives in 
the family home in Seacliff.” 

Angus Underwood. The man she was looking for? Living in 
Seacliff? That didn’t jive with the house they’d found in Mills 
Landing. She entered his name in her notepad. “Have you ever been 
to the Underwoods’ house, or could you tell me how to find it?” 

“Me? Nah. I never had a reason to go over there.” 

As Maggie pocketed her notepad, she was beginning to 
think that if Angus lived in Seacliff, perhaps that meant she and 
James hadn’t found the right house. She needed to ask James if 
he’d had a chance to search the property records. 

For now, she turned her attention back to Daniel. “Can you 
think of anyone else I might ask about Lavinia?” 

“Did you talk to Daisy Carter? She knows everything that 
goes on around these parts.” 

Maggie had kept Daisy up to date as she had with all the 
women in the historical society, but with both of them being so 
busy, she hadn’t taken time to sit down with Daisy and ask if 
she’d learned anything in her gossip sessions. Maggie would 
remedy that immediately. 

She thanked Daniel for his time, then hurried toward Daisy’s 
booth. She wound through the thick crowd and spotted Daisy 
slumped in a chair outside her small booth. Her long legs were 
splayed out in front of her, and her usually big hair was matted 
and flat. 

“Oh, sweetie,” Maggie said. “You look beat.” 

“Lam.” Daisy kicked off her sandals and rubbed her feet in 
the grass. “I don’t know why we were so blessed this year with 
a crowd the size of the Atlantic, but I was totally unprepared.” 

“T’ve heard that from everyone.” Maggie sat in the bright 
Adirondack chair next to Daisy. “A good problem to have 
though, right?” 
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“Yes, of course.” Daisy got a silly look on her face. “But my 
workers are exhausted, so I might actually have to put Harry to 
work baking tonight.” 

Maggie tried to imagine the tough fisherman stoically donning 
an apron and hairnet, and the thought made her giggle. 

“It’s no laughing matter.” Daisy leaned closer and winked. 
“And just a heads-up: Don’t order anything from my booth 
tomorrow, just to be on the safe side.” 

Maggie wrinkled her nose. “Are you really going to rope 
Harry into helping?” 

“Cleaning up and carrying things back to the shop, yes. 
Baking, no way. I do want to stay open, you know.” Daisy slipped 
one foot back into a sandal. “What have you been up to today?” 

Maggie brought her friend up to speed on her activities. 

Daisy cast an affronted look at her. “And this is the first I’m 
hearing of Angus? You should have come to me sooner.” 

Maggie sat forward. “Then you do know something about him?” 

“No, but if you’d told me, I could have subtly asked around 
for you today.” 

“Um, Daisy? Subtlety was never really your thing.” 

Daisy mocked offense with a hand to her chest. “Okay, fine. 
I may not be subtle, but I could have asked around.” She pushed 
to the edge of her chair. “Would you like me to start now?” 

“Yes, please. But don’t share the other things I’ve told you, okay?” 

Daisy pretended to twist a key at her lips and toss it away, 
but Maggie knew the lock was flimsy at best. 

“T’d better get back to work.” Daisy rose, one hand massaging 
her lower back. “Catch you later.” 

Maggie was about to get up too when church secretary 
Elsbeth Holdridge appeared at her side, her usual sharp gaze 
zeroing in on Maggie. Her traditional black slacks and white 
blouse fit her personality to a tee. She often wore a gold chain 
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with glasses dangling from her neck, but tonight she’d replaced 
it with a pearl necklace. 

“Evening, Maggie,” she said. “Someone told me you were 
looking for information about a Lavinia Taylor.” 

Maggie shot upright in the chair. “I am. Do you know 
something about her?” 

Elsbeth nodded. 

“Please sit down and tell me what you know.” Maggie patted 
the chair that Daisy had vacated. 

Elsbeth took a seat, her posture stick straight despite the 
sloping back of the chair. “As you know, it’s my job to keep the 
church records in order. With the church going back to the 1700s, 
you can imagine what a big task it is.” 

“Yes,” Maggie said, genuinely thankful for Elsbeth’s service. 

Elsbeth folded her hands on her lap. “Not too long ago, I 
remember coming across the name Homer Underwood in an old 
record from 1915. He was listed as a baptism sponsor. Homer is 
a unique name, and it stuck with me.” 

“I can imagine.” 

“T also remember seeing the first name of Homer’s mother.” 

“Was it Lavinia by any chance?” Maggie asked eagerly. 

“It was indeed.” 

Maggie clasped her hands. “I don’t suppose you learned 
that he has a relative named Angus. . .?” 

Elsbeth shook her head. “That's all I know. I hope it’s helpful.” 

“With what Mr. Simpson has already told me about Angus 
Underwood, all I need to do is prove that this woman’s maiden 
name was Taylor, and Angus is one of her descendants. Once 
I do that, Ill have the connection I’m seeking—one of them, 
at least.” 

“How on earth are you going to do that? I know the name Lavinia 
sounds unique now, but back in the day, it was fairly common.” 
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“Il start with a visit to Angus Underwood and hope he knows 
his ancestors well, assuming I can find him.” Maggie got to her 
feet. “Thank you, Elsbeth. You have been an enormous help.” 

Maggie headed toward the park entrance. The day’s discov- 
eries had put a spring in her step, and she strode down the street 
with purpose. When she reached the alley behind the municipal 
building, she ducked down it to avoid the crowds and hurried 
in the direction of Sedgwick Manor. Thick fog obscured the 
quaint town and created an eerie feeling. She remembered 
James’s comment about her stalker taking advantage of the low 
visibility and shivered. 

“Stop it,” she warned herself, clamping down on her runaway 
imagination. 

The alley exited onto Harbor Street, which was still filled 
with visitors, so she put her head down and headed the other 
direction to avoid the crowds. Finally, she found an empty street. 
As she walked down the sidewalk, an uneasy feeling crept over 
her again, and she stopped to survey the area. Half expecting to 
see a madman lying in wait, she scanned the shadows clinging 
to the shrubs and houses. Leaves on the trees danced in a light 
breeze, but nothing else stirred. Still, an ominous feeling gnawed 
at her, and she sped up. 

A moment later, the sound of footsteps broke the silence. 
The heavy footfalls reverberated off the sidewalk as they came 
closer to her. 

Her mind whirled with the vision of a faceless killer chasing 
after her. 

Fear gripped her, and she broke into a jog. 

She heard her pursuer pick up speed to match her pace. Oh 
no... please let me get away... 

The sound of additional footfalls reached her ears. Was she 
being chased by more than one person? 
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She dared to take a quick look back and saw a flash of 
movement. Trying to get a better look without tripping, she 
slowed and squinted into the misty fog rolling in from the ocean. 
A shadowy figure suddenly emerged from the haze, closer than 
she’d thought, and headed straight for her. 

With a scream, she turned and ran. 
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‘| peepee Maggie sprinted as fast as she could. 

“You there, stop!” James’s voice boomed through the night. 

Maggie glanced over her shoulder again to see the figure 
pause before changing directions and vanishing into the whirling 
fog like a shadow. 

“James?” 

“Maggie!” he called out while racing toward her—at least 
she assumed it was James. 

She waited until she could make out his face, then let out a 
ragged sigh of relief. 

“Are you Okay?” he asked. 

She nodded. “Did you get a good look at the man?” 

“No. Did you?” 

She shook her head. “We need to call the police so they can 
go after him.” 

James drew out his phone and dialed 911. He reported the 
incident, and then he pointed to a nearby bench. “Let’s sit while 
we wait for the police to arrive.” 

They took a seat, and the fog swirled around them like a 
living, breathing thing. 

Maggie still felt unsettled, but she chose not to let the thought 
of the faceless stalker scare her. “Too bad it’s so foggy tonight, 
or we might have been able to identify the man.” 

“T suspect if it wasn’t this foggy, he wouldn’t have tailed 
you so closely, and I wouldn’t have seen him.” 

She turned to look at James. “And how did you... I mean, 
are you following me too?” 
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A sheepish look crossed his face. 

“James Bennett. You were following me.” 

“I finished judging and saw you take off. I wanted to make 
sure you got to the shop or home or wherever you were headed 
in such a hurry safely.” 

“Home. I was going home to look up Angus Underwood 
on my computer.” 

“You learned his last name, then.” 

She told him about her conversations with Daniel and Elsbeth. 
“I can’t prove he’s related to Lavinia Taylor yet, especially with 
Daniel telling me Angus lives in Seacliff, but I suspect talking 
with Angus will be enlightening.” 

“Please tell me you'll wait until tomorrow to go out to talk 
to Angus.” 

“Trust me, I’m not going anywhere else in this fog tonight,” 
she said as sirens swelled through the night, white and blue lights 
straining to cut through the fog. 

Before long, Officer Linton pulled up to the curb and lowered 
his window. “Which way did he go?” 

James jabbed a finger at the road the shadowy figure had taken. 

“Tl check it out and come back to take your statement.” He 
took off, and his car soon vanished into the haze. 

Maggie sighed. “He must be getting tired of coming to 
my rescue.” 

“He’s a fine officer, and he'll do whatever he needs to do to 
make sure everyone in town is safe.” James grinned. “Even if 
you do seem to need more attention than others.” 

“I’m glad you find it funny,” she said. She suspected 
tonight might not be the last time the man would try to tail 
her. The thought sent a shiver through her, and she noticed 
the air had turned cool. She dug into her bag for a sweater. 
Temperatures might have climbed to the nineties earlier in 
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the day, but the average night temps in July were still only in 
the upper fifties. 

Maggie slid her arms into the lightweight cardigan. “Do you 
think the man saw me asking questions about the drawing and 
wanted to take it from me?” 

“Perhaps.” James absently drummed his fingers on his knee. 
“Though I’m not sure why.” 

“Maybe he thinks the page is intact, and he wants the 
information from the missing corner just as we do.” 

“That sounds logical, I suppose, but unless we figure out 
what was torn off, we may never know.” 

Maggie heard tires rolling along the road, and then the 
headlights from Officer Linton’s car broke through the fog. He 
parked on the other side of the road, and Maggie hurried to meet 
him as he climbed out of his vehicle. 

“No luck, I’m afraid. With the thick fog, that’s not surprising.” 
Officer Linton drew out his notepad and pen. “Tell me exactly 
what happened, and I'll file a report.” 

Maggie filled him in, and James added details that she missed. 

Officer Linton looked up. “You both said you didn’t get a 
good look at the guy, but you must have some thoughts about 
his identity.” 

“T’m wondering if it might be the man we met this afternoon.” 
She explained about Warren and Patricia Duncan. “Patricia was 
marginally friendly, but Warren shut us down and only asked 
about the missing corner of the paper. I didn’t think anything 
of it at the time—” 

“But now you wonder if he was after the drawing not for 
what you can see, but for what was missing.” 

“Exactly,” she said. “Chief Cole said he would talk to Warren, 
but I’m not sure he’s had time to do so.” 

Officer Linton flipped his notebook closed. “You haven’t 
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given me much to go on, but I'll file a report anyway. Who knows? 
If we're lucky, the guy is running through backyards to avoid 
apprehension, and we'll get a 911 call with his whereabouts.” He 
shoved his notebook into his pocket. “Don’t hesitate to call me 
if—I mean, when something else happens.” 

Maggie caught the hint of a grin as he turned back to his car, 
and she knew James was right; Officer Linton didn’t really mind 
her “frequent-flier” status. 

“T1l walk you home.” James’s tone brooked no argument, 
so they set off together. 

At the manor’s front door, she flipped on the chandelier, 
and Snickers came trotting across the wooden floor. He let out 
a loud meow. 

“T’ve left him alone too much lately,” she said and bent to 
sweep the tabby into her arms. He reached out a striped leg and 
planted it on her shoulder, his sign that he wanted affection. 
She ruffled his soft fur and received a throaty purr in response. 
Maggie was grateful for Snickers’s company, but she wanted 
human company tonight too, and Emily had already left for 
Standish. “Could I interest you in a cup of coffee or tea before 
you go?” 

“Why don’t you take a seat, and Ill make us some tea?” he 
suggested. 

“I’m okay, you know. The guy didn’t hurt me.” 

“IT know, but you've still had a scare. You relax and let me 
make it.” He didn’t wait for a response but headed for the kitchen. 

She continued to scratch Snickers under the chin as she 
strolled through the study to the office. She took a seat at the 
desk, but she resisted the temptation to open her computer so 
she could spend a little more time loving on Snickers. 

“Did you have a good day?” she asked him, and she got a 
chipper meow in response. “Mine was . . . interesting.” 
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She settled him on her lap, and he pushed his head under her 
hand, demanding additional attention. She scratched his ear, but 
he showed no sign of letting up on his demands. She continued 
to pet him and let her tension from the chase subside. 

James soon joined her, carrying a tray with two cups of tea 
and chocolate chip cookies she’d baked for Emily’s visit. He set 
the tray on a small table, then sat in a 1930s English Chesterfield 
leather club chair. The hand-dyed leather showed years of wear, 
as did the brass arm endcaps. 

He handed her a steaming cup. “Maybe it’s time to let the 
police handle the murder investigation.” 

“Now? When I’m finally getting somewhere?” 

“Think about what might have happened if I hadn’t decided 
to follow you tonight.” 

“We don’t know that the man would have hurt me. It’s 
possible he was merely trying to frighten me.” 

“We don’t know that he wouldn’t have hurt you.” 

James was right, of course, but she was reluctant to admit 
that she could be in more danger than she’d originally thought, 
so she turned to her laptop and typed Angus Underwood into an 
Internet search engine. Results quickly popped up. 

She looked at James. “Angus is in a Seacliff phone directory.” 

“You'll go visit him, then.” 

“His address is unlisted, so I'll need to call him first.” She 
jotted down his number, then checked the clock. “It’s too late 
to call tonight, but right after church tomorrow, I'll phone him. 
Maybe . . . just maybe I'll finally learn something that will lead 
us to Ike’s killer.” 
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14 ates turned off the video that Carol had provided and 
headed for the master bedroom located on the manor’s first 
floor. She’d not only gotten a good view of Angus on the tape, 
but she’d also discovered the thief had stolen a ring from the 
display cabinet under the counter. She now suspected the 
break-in was a coincidence and probably had nothing to do 
with Ike’s death. She made a mental note to tell Carol about 
the theft tomorrow, as she obviously hadn’t noticed the ring 
was missing. 

Maggie changed into her pajamas, settled into the big bed, 
and leaned back against the carved headboard. She pulled up the 
double wedding ring quilt made by her grandmother, and the soft 
fabric soothed away the residual unease from the night’s drama. 

She patted the empty space next to her. “Okay, Snickers. 
I’m ready for you.” 

He launched himself into the air and landed with a graceful 
plop on the bed before settling down to bury his nose under his paw. 

“You might be able to sleep,” she said to him. “But I need to 
get my thoughts down on paper, starting with all of my questions 
so I can empty my brain.” 

She pulled up her knees and rested her notepad on her lap, 
tapping her pen on the paper as she considered the things she 
needed to follow up on. 

“Number one. Let’s see,” she said. “I suppose the most 
important thing is to give Angus a call.” She made a note. “Then 
I need to find Gary. He may or may not be a suspect, but I need 
to see if he’s actually researching the sprocket, because the fact 
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that he hid from us at his house makes me think he’s not.” She 
quickly noted that on her page. “And I suppose it wouldn’t hurt 
to try to research the sprocket too. Don’t you think, Snickers?” 

At the mention of his name, he opened an eye and peered 
at her, but he soon scrunched his eye closed again and tucked 
his paw under his chin as if he’d decided her comment wasn’t 
worth his attention. 

Her phone rang, startling her. She grabbed it from the nearby 
walnut chest and checked for a name on the phone but saw only 
a local phone number. 

“Hello?” 

“Hey, Maggie. It’s Olive Becker,” the caller said. “I hope I 
didn’t wake you.” 

“No, I’m still up,” Maggie replied, wondering why the 
woman who lived down the street would be calling so late at 
night. “What can I do for you?” 

“Tjust got back from a late night walk, and I thought I saw 
someone lurking around your shop. Do you have someone 
working late? I didn’t want to call the police on someone who’s 
supposed to be there.” | 

“No, I don’t. What do you mean, lurking?” Maggie asked, 
tossing her notepad aside. 

“When I first saw him, he was in the shadows outside, but 
now I think he’s gone in.” 

“Did you see him go in?” 

“No, but he’s not out front any longer. He must have gone 
somewhere.” 

“He could have left or . . .” It occurred to Maggie that the 
prowler might be trying to get inside the house. “I’m going to 
hang up now, Olive, so I can call the police. Thanks for letting 
me know.” She ended the call and dialed 911. “This is Maggie 
Watson. I need to report a potential intruder at my antiques shop.” 
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“The shop’s address?” the dispatcher asked. 

Maggie quickly provided the needed information. 

“T have an officer on the way.” The dispatcher’s voice held 
a measure of comfort. “Are you at the shop now, and if so, are 
you in a safe location?” 

“T’m inside my home, but it’s right next to the shop, and I’m 
worried he might be coming here next.” 

“Tl make sure the officer is aware of your situation and that 
he stops by to update you on anything he finds. I'll also stay on 
the line with you until the officer arrives at the shop.” 

“Thank you.” Maggie's thoughts drifted to an officer coming 
to her door while she was dressed in her pajamas. “I can already 
hear the siren, so I’m fine. Thank you.” 

Maggie disconnected the call and hopped out of bed. An 
irritated meow came from Snickers, and he raised his head to 
glare at her. 

“Sorry, buddy,” she said on the way to her closet. “I have 
to get dressed.” 

She grabbed the first things her hand could find—a pair 
of navy linen slacks and a short-sleeved knit top in cherry red. 
As she gazed into the bathroom mirror to comb her hair, she 
realized the sirens had ceased. Good. The officer had arrived at 
the shop, and it wouldn’t be long before she knew if someone 
had broken in. 

She rushed down the hall, and when she reached the breakfast 
area, she peered through the window of the door where she 
thought she'd be able to see a snippet of the shop through the 
trees. However, with the dark of night and the heavy fog cloaking 
the area, all she could see were the police lights trying to cut 
through the fog. She stood and waited. Time ticked by. Slowly. 
She tapped her foot. Something warm brushed against her leg, 
and she shrieked before realizing it was Snickers. 
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“You nearly scared me to death.” Maggie picked him up and 
noticed the time on the early-nineteenth-century Scandinavian 
clock that hung on the wall. “It’s been ten minutes since the officer 
arrived. What do you think is going on?” 

Snickers purred and bumped his head against her chin. She 
petted him and strode to the front door, hoping to see a police 
car pulling up the drive. Fog and the black of night greeted 
her instead. 

Perhaps the intruder had fled, and the officer was in pursuit. 
Could he be coming her way? 

She settled Snickers on the floor so she could double-check 
the security of her locks. She tested the deadbolt, then switched 
off the light so if an intruder did come to the door, he wouldn’t 
see her. She hurried to the side door and then the porch entrance, 
and she tried those locks as well. 

James’s words of warning came back to her; she could be 
in danger. She retraced her steps back to the bedroom and was 
suddenly very thankful that Emily had returned to school and 
was Safely out of harm’s way. 

“C’mon, Snickers,” she called and heard his claws clicking 
over the floor. The moment he entered the room, she closed and 
locked the door to wait for help to arrive. 

She heard another siren. 

“Is that good or bad news, Snickers?” she asked, suspecting 
it could only be bad news. “Perhaps I should go out and try to 
help?” But she knew that would only cause more confusion and 
work for the police. Instead she leaned her head against the door 
and listened, feeling the heavy weight of time slowly ticking by. 
Suddenly, a third siren broke through the night. 

“What in the world is going on?” Maggie whispered just as 
the doorbell rang. 

She released the cat and crept from the bedroom to the front 
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door. Peering through the peephole, she saw Officer Linton 
standing on the porch. Relief flooded her body, and she almost 
sagged to the floor. She took a few deep breaths to steady herself 
and opened the door. 

It was immediately clear to her that something wasn’t right. 
Officer Linton looked harried, though he was usually a picture 
of calm. Something was terribly wrong. 

“What is it?” she asked. “What's happened?” 

“It’s Officer Clayton. She responded to the 911 call and found 
the back door of your shop had been pried open. She entered, 
and the intruder hit her over the head with a heavy object.” 

“Oh no!” Maggie exclaimed. “Is Samantha okay?” 

“She was knocked unconscious but came to after the 
responding medic arrived.” He clutched his hands together. 
“The medic says she may have a concussion, but she'll be fine.” 

Maggie blew out a breath and thought about how badly 
this could have ended. “Thank goodness dispatch sent multiple 
cars to the call.” 

“Actually, only Officer Clayton was dispatched.” 

“I don’t understand. Who called the medics? I heard 
multiple sirens.” 

“Officers report their arrival to dispatch, and dispatch 
starts a timer ticking. If they haven’t heard from the officer 
in the allotted time, another officer is sent out to check on the 
first officer.” 

Maggie had never given much consideration to what happened 
when a police officer responded to a dangerous call. “How 
wonderful that such a safety net exists.” 

He nodded gravely. “Nothing appears to be disturbed at 
the shop, but you should check your inventory to see if anything 
has been stolen.” 

“Now?” she asked. 
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“If you don’t mind.” 

“Not at all.” A vision of the intruder creeping into her shop 
flashed into her mind. “The intruder. What happened to him?” 

“We assume he fled after hitting Officer Clayton.” 

She took a reflexive step back. 

“Don’t worry,” Officer Linton said. “He wouldn’t want to hang 
around after assaulting an officer and face our full-out response.” 

Another siren cut through the night. 

“As you can tell, we’re responding in force. You don’t mess 
with one of our own and get away with it.” Officer Linton’s lips 
flattened into a grim line. 

Maggie nodded, and as she followed Officer Linton to the 
carriage house, she suspected the intruder had just made a 
big mistake. 

The scene that greeted her at the shop was so foreign to 
her lovely little town that Maggie came to a stop, gaping. Two 
patrol cars stood in the middle of the street, their lights still 
flashing. Lights on an ambulance whirled nearby. Even the 
local fire truck had responded, as was customary for a medical 
emergency callout. It might be midnight, but the copious sirens 
seemed to have awakened the whole town. Many of her friends 
had already arrived, dressed in all kinds of attire, to check 
out the commotion and try to make sense of the chaos. Bright 
yellow crime scene tape had been strung around the area to 
keep onlookers away from the scene, but Officer Linton lifted 
the tape for Maggie to duck under. 

She locked eyes with June, who stood at the edge of the 
group outside the police barrier. 

“Maggie!” June called out. “Are you okay?” 

“Ts it all right if she joins me?” Maggie asked. 

“Mrs. McGillis is good to approach,” Officer Linton called 
out to the officer at the barricade. 
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June didn’t waste any time in joining Maggie. “You're not 
hurt, are you?” 

“Tm fine, but would you come inside with me to see if you 
notice anything amiss?” 

“Of course.” 

“Follow me and remove your shoes at the door to keep 
from contaminating the scene.” Officer Linton led the way to 
the front door. 

As Maggie slipped off her shoes, she cast a look around the 
space. She found nothing out of order after a cursory glance, 
but she took a longer look. Her gaze traveled over the wide pine 
floors she loved, past the rustic chandeliers and charming country 
cottage decor to the vignettes she and June had carefully built. 

“Everything looks fine, doesn’t it?” June came to stand next 
to her. 

“Like we always leave it at night.” 

“Maybe Officer Clayton interrupted the intruder before he 
had a chance to do any damage,” June suggested. 

Maggie told her about being followed from the festival. 
“Perhaps the intruder wanted the carpetbag, but he didn’t find 
it because I had Emily take it to the house.” 

“Or after the questions you asked at the festival, the drawing 
is now public knowledge and he’s looking for that.” 

Maggie nodded. “I suppose there’s only one conclusion I 
can draw after being followed tonight.” She paused and met 
June’s eyes. “Someone has been watching me, and now I’m 
wondering — for how long?” 
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IM [tte had dawned bright and was heating up fast. Maggie 
was glad there was such a nice cross breeze at Old Faith Chapel 
so they didn’t need to turn on the air-conditioning. She walked 
down one of the two main aisles dividing rows of box pews, 
which had been common to the early 1700s when the church had 
been built. She moved into the foyer and peered at her friends 
standing near the door. The women of the historical society — 
minus Daisy —had rushed out of the building the moment the 
service ended and were now in a huddle, deep in conversation. 
Maggie had seen Daisy slip out right after the sermon ended. 

Liz waved, and Maggie crossed the rough-hewn floor that 
was Original to the church. She heard people whisper as she 
passed by. They were probably discussing the break-in, which 
was big news for the small town. 

She chose not to listen or stop to talk but focused ahead on 
the clapboard walls that displayed photos of ships and boats 
from years gone by. Many pictures were from the town’s annual 
Blessing of the Fleet ceremonies and the summer regatta. And no 
wall of a seaside church would be complete without a memorial 
to honor those lost at sea. As she passed, Maggie said a prayer 
for the safety of the many local fishermen and joined the group. 

“T’m so glad to see you,” Liz said. “We all wondered if you 
were coming when the service started and you weren't here.” 

“Especially after last night,” Fran added, an earnest expression 
on her face. 

“T tried to be on time, but I had to call the antiques shop 
owners who are participating in the 25-Mile Antiques Sale.” 
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“But the festival doesn’t start until noon today,” Ruth said. 

“I know, but I wanted to make sure that no other shops had 
been broken into last night and that the owners were fine with 
opening today.” 

“And did any of them have a problem?” June wanted to know. 

Maggie shook her head. 

“So either Carriage House Antiques was a specific target, or the 
intruder was targeting businesses in Somerset Harbor,” Fran said. 

Maggie nodded. “I plan to talk with all the local shop owners 
this morning to confirm they’ve had no problems.” 

Ruth frowned. “I’m sure we would have heard about another 
break-in by now.” 

“Not if it hasn’t been discovered yet.” 

“Oh my!” Ina clutched her chest. “I can’t imagine opening 
my shop and finding out some stranger with ill intent had been 
there during the night, and I don’t even own a shop.” 

“I can’t imagine it either,” Fran added. “And I do owna shop.” 

“Unfortunately, after last night I can imagine it all too well.” 
Maggie tried not to shudder, but her body refused to cooperate. 
“Tf Olive hadn’t seen the intruder, I don’t know what would 
have happened.” 

Fran shuddered. “I can only hope everything at The Quilt 
Cupboard is okay when I arrive. We put so much of ourselves 
into our businesses that a break-in feels like a personal attack.” 

“I’m sure it will be fine.” June turned to Maggie and rested 
an arm around her shoulders. “The important thing is nothing 
did happen, and the shop is all right.” 

Maggie nodded. “Does anyone know why Daisy ducked 
out early?” 

“She said she still has to catch up on her baking,” Liz said. 
“I plan to head straight over there to help her. Oh, and by the 
way, we didn’t find anything in our search for Lavinia Taylor 
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yesterday. Ina and I made it through all of the records.” 

“T appreciate your searching, but I have another lead on her.” 
She told her friends about the house she and James had found 
and about Angus Underwood. 

“But the house you found is in Mills Landing.” 

“Tt doesn’t fit, I know, but Angus’s family could have moved 
over the years. I'll have to ask him about it.” 

“What's this we hear about James’s friend Gary?” June asked. 

Ruth sighed. “I’m still not over the shock of learning the 
killer might be someone James knows. That makes this all hit 
too close to home. Can we talk about something else?” 

Maggie glanced out the window. “I sure hope this weather 
holds. They’re saying rain is forecasted, and the threat of it might 
keep people indoors.” 

“Speaking of the festival.” Ruth pulled her ever-present 
clipboard from her tote bag. “I’m still looking for a few volunteers 
for the afternoon.” 

“T can help,” James offered as he joined them. 

“That would be great. Come find me, and I'll put you to work.” 

“Does everyone else have jobs this afternoon?” Maggie asked. 

“I’m not assigned, but Ill do whatever Ruth gives to me,” 
Ina said. 

“David and I will be judging the cake decorating contest,” 
Liz said. 

“Such hardships you endure for the community.” Maggie 
laughed. 

Fran’s expression perked up. “I’m going to take some time 
to enjoy the textile booths, and then Ill be working at The Quilt 
Cupboard until we close.” 

“You know where I'll be,” June said. 

“At the shop,” Maggie replied. “Ill do my best to stop by 
and give you some breaks.” 
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“I’ve packed my lunch, so you do what you need to do,” 
June said. “I can handle it.” 

Maggie thanked her friend and checked her watch. “I should 
get going. I have a long list of things to get done yet today.” 

In her car, Maggie retrieved her phone and dialed Angus. 
She’d had to restrain herself from calling him the moment she got 
out of bed, but it was Sunday after all, and he probably wouldn’t 
welcome an early call. 

“Good morning, Mr. Underwood,” she said after he 
answered the phone. “My name is Maggie Watson. I own 
Carriage House Antiques in Somerset Harbor, and I bought the 
carpetbag you sold to Carol Hansen at Grandma’s Antiques. 
I was wondering if I might stop by to talk with you about the 
bag this morning.” 

“Don’t know anything about the bag.” 

“But you did sell it to Carol, right?” 

“Yes, but like I said, I don’t know anything about it. My son found 
it when he was cleaning out the attic, and that’s all I can tell you.” 

“Still, I’d really like to meet with you. Maybe my questions 
will bring back a memory.” When he didn’t respond, she added, 
“Tl bring some delicious muffins from our local coffee shop.” 

me VVElia Nes ; 

“T can pick them up and be there within the hour.” 

“Fine,” he said. 

“Tl need your address.” 

He rattled it off, and Maggie jotted it down. 

After they’d hung up, Maggie set out for The Busy Bean at 
a brisk pace, since Shoreline Drive was still closed to car traffic. 
With dark, angry clouds above, few pedestrians walked the 
streets. Probably won't have much of a turnout for today’s festival, 
she thought grimly. 

Maggie found Daisy standing behind the counter. She still 
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had on the blue paisley dress she’d worn to church, but now a 
yellow apron with an embroidered bumblebee that matched the 
shop logo covered it. 

“Ineed a box of mixed muffins to go,” Maggie said breathlessly. 

Daisy arched a perfectly plucked eyebrow. “What's your hurry?” 

Maggie quickly explained. 

“Then don’t let me delay you.” Daisy reached for a tall display 
case, and Maggie noticed that her brows were knit with worry. 

“What's wrong, Daisy?” Maggie asked. 

“Harry told me that his friend Eli Clayton is missing.” She 
finished boxing the muffins, then perched on a stool. 

Eli was Officer Samantha Clayton’s father. Officer Clayton 
had been hurt investigating the break-in at the antiques shop the 
night before. “Missing?” Maggie asked. 

“He went out on his boat before church, and when he didn’t 
come home, his wife sent their son out to look for him. Their 
son found Eli’s boat in a small harbor near Mills Landing, but 
he wasn’t on it.” 

“Oh no.” Maggie clutched Daisy’s hand. As the wife of a 
fisherman, Daisy lived with this fear all the time—as did all of 
the families in town with relatives who daily took to the sea on 
their boats. “I’m sure the police have already launched their 
patrol boat. They'll find him.” 

Daisy smiled, but Maggie could tell it was forced. “With Eli 
being Officer Clayton’s father, the police are on top of the incident.” 

“What have they found?” 

“Nothing yet,” Daisy said. “They’re heading for his boat now.” 

“Tl say a prayer for them.” 

“That's what I’ve been doing since I heard. I know that’s the 
most important thing, but I wish I could do more.” Tears formed 
in Daisy’s eyes, and she pushed to her feet. “No point in sitting 
around and dwelling on it. Keep busy, I always say.” 
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Maggie picked up the muffins and patted Daisy’s hand. 
“Stay strong and keep me updated, okay?” 

She gave a firm nod. 

Maggie left the shop, her excitement over getting to talk 
to Angus dulled by Daisy’s news. She hurried down the street 
and decided to stop by the antiques shop to give June Angus’s 
address—just in case. After the previous night, she didn’t want 
to skip any precautions. 

Through the window, she saw June sitting at the counter, 
her laptop open in front of her. Maggie poked her head inside 
the door. “I wanted to let you—” 

“Oh, Maggie, wonderful,” June said. “I have some exciting 
news for you about Lavinia Taylor.” 

Maggie didn’t want Angus to wait, but she couldn’t pass 
up hearing the news. She entered the shop and closed the door. 

June pointed at her computer. “I’ve been on an ancestry 
site, and I found Lavinia’s family line. Interestingly enough, her 
descendants have a history of smuggling liquor during Prohibition.” 

“Do you think that’s related to Ike’s death?” 

June shrugged. “Anything’s possible, I suppose. I’ve also 
confirmed that Homer Underwood was indeed her descendant and 
Angus’s great-grandfather. Homer had a sister a year younger than 
he was. She married an Aldrich and had a son and grandson. So 
Angus should have a present-day connection to the Aldrich family, 
and I was about to start searching for current information on them.” 

“Then keep searching. I'll ask Angus about them, and then we 
can compare notes.” Maggie jotted down Angus’s address on a 
scratch pad and slid it across the counter. “This is where I’m going.” 

June nodded and returned her attention to her computer. 

Maggie picked up the muffins and strode to the door. With 
knob in hand, she turned back. “By the way, have you heard 
about Eli Clayton?” 
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June shook her head, and Maggie brought her friend up to 
date. “I thought you'd like to know so you could pray for him.” 

June nodded solemnly, and Maggie hated that she’d spoiled 
June’s good mood, but Eli needed all of their prayers. 

“Let me know if you hear any news on Eli, will you?” 
Maggie asked. 

“Of course. You do the same.” 

Maggie left and started down the street. 

Suddenly, a man darted out of the shadows and stood in 
Maggie’s path. He wore a Sea Dogs cap pulled low over his 
face, so it took a moment for his identity to register. When it did, 
Maggie took a step back. 

“T heard you were looking for me,” Gary said, a scowl on 
his face. 
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DV geste stared at Gary, her heart thumping a wild rhythm. 
What kind of game is he playing? 

“Were you looking for me?” he asked. 

She nodded. “Y-yes. I was.” 

“T’ve been out of town, but I finished my research on the 
sprockets.” He lifted a large tote bag, one that was big enough 
to hold any number of weapons. “Can we go inside so I can lay 
out my papers?” 

Going inside could put June in danger too, but Maggie didn’t 
want to be alone with Gary. If she talked to him in the shop’s 
back room, maybe she could keep June out of harm’s way and 
still not be alone with the man. 

She led him inside and introduced Gary to June. 

June’s eyes widened. “But you’re the—” 

“We'll be in the back, talking about Gary’s discovery.” 
Maggie made a production of setting the muffins on the counter 
to distract Gary. When he wasn’t looking, she mimed for June 
to call the police. 

June subtly nodded her understanding. 

Maggie led the way to the back room, her fear making her 
intimately aware of her surroundings. She felt the warm glow 
of the antique lights and inhaled the strong cedar oil scent 
permeating the space. She stared at the wall covered with tools 
of every description and wondered if she could use any of them 
to defend herself if necessary. 

Gary crossed the room in a lumbering gait, and she resisted 
the urge to back away, instead leaning on the large worktable 
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because her legs had turned to rubber. She decided she would let 
him tell her about his discovery and not ask about his possible 
argument with Ike until the police arrived. 

“Hotter than the desert out there.” Gary set the bag on the 
table, then swiped a hand across his face. “Like I said, I finished 
looking at the sprockets and wanted to come right over.” He 
drew out a few sheets of paper from the bag and set them on the 
tabletop. The top page held a photograph of the small sprocket 
with handwritten notes jotted in the margins. “It took a bit 
longer than J anticipated.” He ran his finger over the paper. “I 
first thought this was for a wooden washing machine, but you 
see the ridges on the outside?” 

She nodded, trying not to show how nervous she felt. 

“The angle of the metal told me I was wrong. So I kept 
searching.” He turned the page. 

From Maggie’s vantage point, it looked like the picture 
matched the one in the brochure. “That's it, right?” she asked. 

Gary nodded and flipped to the next paper. “Ever see one 
of these?” 

Swallowing her apprehension, Maggie picked up the page 
and studied the wooden item with a cross frame and matching 
sprocket on the side. A tall wooden structure rose up from the 
frame and long bar pedals resembling piano keys were located 
at the bottom. The item was stenciled with the words Manchester 
on one of the crosspieces. 

She looked up at Gary. “I suppose I should know what this 
is, but I don’t.” 

He handed her the next page, which featured the same 
item, only strands of thread were woven over the top, and what 
appeared to be the start of a rug was on the other side. 

“It’s a loom,” she said. 

pCoreen 
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“The sprocket fits a loom, then?” she clarified. 

“Not just any loom—the Manchester.” Gary puffed out his 
chest, and a satisfied smile tugged at his mouth. 

“How can you be so certain you're right?” 

He frowned, and she suspected her question had offended 
him. He reached into the bag and drew out the auction brochure 
along with a magnifying glass and handed them to her. “Look 
closely at the sprocket.” 

She bent over the picture and stared at the black cast iron. 
“What am I looking for?” 

“Do you see how the edges of the sprocket resemble a modern 
power saw blade except that the teeth are spaced farther apart 
to carry the rods?” 

ESS, 

“The spacing between the teeth is the key. The distance 
only matches the Manchester loom.” Pride rang through his 
tone. “That plus the fact that the sprocket is circa the late 
1800s— when the Manchester loom was manufactured — confirms 
my theory.” 

Maggie momentarily pushed aside the thought that he could 
possibly be Ike’s killer. If James trusts him ... “I can’t thank you 
enough for your research. Though I have to say, I have no idea 
what a sprocket from a weaving loom has to do with the drawing 
of a home that we found in the carpetbag.” 

“Perhaps the person who lived in that home owned a 
Manchester.” 

“Lavinia Taylor, a weaver?” 

“If it helps, I did a little research on looms while I was looking 
for the sprocket. It wasn’t uncommon for a home to have a loom 
in the early 1800s. Later in the century, fabric became more readily 
available, and people wove more as a hobby.” 

“Did you happen upon the value of a loom like this one?” 
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“Around $500.” 

“Money wouldn’t be a motive for stealing the sprocket to 
complete a loom that was damaged.” 

“No,” he said. “That wouldn’t make sense.” 

Maggie agreed, though she also knew that murder never 
made sense. 

The doorbell tinkled, and Maggie glanced into the shop to 
see Officer Linton stride in. 

She turned her focus back to Gary. “Listen, Gary, I was 
looking for you because I wanted to ask you about Ike Wynne. 
Did you have an argument with him the night he died?” 

Gary’s mouth fell open and his gaze shot around the room. 

Maggie watched him carefully and waited for him to 
speak, to deny it, to say she was nuts to even suggest it. But 
he said nothing. 

“If you argued and then pushed Ike, everyone will understand 
it was an accident,” she said quietly, hoping to give him the 
opening if there was anything he needed to confess. 

He took a step toward her. Renewed fear pierced her heart, 
and she quickly backed away, putting the table between them. 

“You're afraid of me?” Gary gaped at her. “You think I’m 
going to hurt you? Wow.” 

“The only way I can change my opinion is if you tell me the 
truth. What happened that night?” 

His eyes narrowed into snakelike slits. “I...” 

“Thank you for coming, Officer Linton,” June called out, 
most likely to let Maggie know he’d arrived. 

Gary shot a look into the front of the shop, then spun and 
raced for the back door, whipping it open and fleeing. 

A moment later, Officer Linton walked into the back room. 

“Gary ran out the back,” Maggie said. “He might be our 
killer. Go after him!” 
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Officer Linton remained in place with his feet planted wide. 
“Did he admit to killing Ike, or are you basing your opinion 
on feelings?” 

She lifted her chin. “He didn’t deny arguing with Ike.” 

“Did he admit to doing so?” 

“No.” 

“Then we have no reason to pursue him other than to talk 
to him. Which we will do.” 

“But he—” 

“He may not be involved at all,” Officer Linton interrupted. 
“We could still be looking at Warren Duncan for this.” 

“Has anyone talked to him?” 

Officer Linton nodded. “Chief Cole. But I can’t share what 
they talked about.” 

“You said you were still considering him as a suspect, so 
that means you haven’t ruled him out either.” 

“IT suppose it might look like that to you,” he said, his answer 
noncommittal as usual. 

“But if it turns out that Gary isn’t involved in this, why would 
he run when you got here?” 

The officer shrugged. “Like I said, talking with Gary is the 
only way we'll have an answer.” He shifted on his feet. “Now 
that we know he’s in town, we'll keep an eye out for him.” 

“So will I.” 

“Okay then. Ill get back on patrol.” 

When he was gone, Maggie turned to June, who stood quietly 
in the doorway. Maggie told June about the sprocket since she 
doubted June had heard that part of her conversation with Gary. 

“Who would have guessed the sprocket was for a loom?” 
June said. 

Maggie nodded, and for the first time she seriously pondered 
Gary’s news. “It’s a strong lead, and I was too busy trying to 
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figure out if Gary’s guilty to really think about it.” 

“Perhaps Gary is innocent. Giving you information about 
the sprocket that could lead you to the killer does seem to point 
in that direction.” 

“Or he could be sending me on a wild goose chase so Ill 
leave him alone.” 

“That too,” June said. “We can do our own research on the 
Manchester loom. Katie Finnegan at Pins & Needles is a weaver. 
You should ask her about it.” 

“Good idea, but first, Angus is expecting me.” Maggie 
grabbed the muffins, made her way to the car, and pointed it 
toward Seacliff. 

She’d hoped to concentrate on the new lead on her drive, 
but the moment she caught sight of the harbor, her thoughts 
drifted to Eli. She didn’t know Eli well, but she did know he was 
a kind man who would help anyone at the drop of a hat, and 
she hated that he was missing at sea. She offered an additional 
prayer for him and for his family too. She could imagine how 
terrified they must be. 

At the exit for Angus’s street, she turned off the highway. 
She located his house about half a mile down the street, and her 
hopes plummeted. 

The house was a small bungalow with a large porch. Clapboard 
siding was the only thing it had in common with the drawing. 
Instead of a second floor, the home had a framed attic witha large 
porthole window in the middle. The house was clearly Craftsman 
in design, a style that was popular in the 1920s, so she doubted 
it was much older than that. 

She stared at the house for a few moments, trying to wrap her 
mind around the fact that the place was not what she’d expected. 
The front door opened, and the man from Carol’s video poked 
his head out. 
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Maggie grabbed the muffins and climbed out of her car. By 
the time she reached the front door, he was appraising her with 
a wary gaze from the small stoop. 

“You must be Maggie Watson,” he said. 

“Tam, and you're Angus.” 

He nodded, and she held out the muffins. 

“Come on in.” He led her inside. 

Scuffed hardwood covered the floor of the foyer as well as the 
living room to her right. Built-in cabinets flanked the fireplace, 
and heavy wood beams crossed the ceiling. 

“You have a lovely home,” she said. “When was it built?” 

Tinelo2 5.4 

So she’d been right about the age of the house. 

Angus gestured to the room opposite the living room. “Let’s 
go to the dining room.” He led her to an oak chair sitting by a 
solid oak table with a heavy pedestal base. “Tl grab some plates 
from the kitchen.” 

He disappeared through a swinging door, and she sat and 
opened the muffins. He soon returned with a pair of Blue Willow 
plates. He handed one to Maggie, and she almost gasped at how 
casually he handled what she suspected to be authentic china 
from the 1800s. 

A ding sounded from the kitchen. 

“That's the coffeepot. I made a fresh one. Would you like some?” 

“That would be lovely.” 

The moment he left the room, she flipped her plate over 
and found the telltale maker’s mark. The plates had been made 
by Hulse, Nixon, & Adderley in Staffordshire, England. Only in 
business for fifteen years, the company had made the pattern 
between 1853 and 1868. The dishes were much older than Angus’s 
house. They could have been handed down from his ancestors. 
Lavinia Taylor perhaps? 
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Carrying two mugs of steaming coffee, he entered the room 
again and set a mug in front of Maggie. 

“I love Blue Willow china patterns,” she said, hoping to get 
him talking about the history of the dishes. 

“This?” He tapped the edge of his plate, and she realized he 
had no idea of its value. “Family’s been using these dishes for as 
long as I can remember.” 

“They’ve been passed down to you, then?” 

“My parents had them when I was born, but I have no idea 
where they came from before that.” 

“Perhaps one of their parents?” 

He shrugged. 

“You don’t know if your grandparents owned the plates?” 

He took a muffin and removed the paper. “No. My dad’s 
family perished at sea, and he never wanted to talk about them, 
so we didn’t.” 

Odd. “But still, you must have asked questions.” 

He shook his head. “Times were different back then. You 
didn’t sass your elders like you see so many kids doing nowadays. 
Sure, I asked about my grandparents, but my dad only had to 
tell me one time that he never wanted to talk about them, and I 
didn’t bring it up again.” 

“What about your mother? Did you ask her?” 

“Yeah, but she gave me the same story and confirmed that 
Dad didn’t want to discuss it.” Angus shook his head. “I often 
thought that my dad might have felt responsible for their deaths, 
but like I said, I never mentioned it.” He chomped off a big bite 
of the muffin. 

“What about the Aldriches?” 

“The who?” 

“The Aldrich family —your great-grandfather’s sister married 
an Aldrich.” 
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His eyes narrowed. “I don’t know anything about this woman.” 

“The genealogy site lists her in your family tree.” 

“Look, lady,” he said, frowning. “I told you I don’t know 
anything about the previous generations.” 

She’d planned to press him on it, but he seemed genuinely 
surprised by her line of questioning, so she changed directions. 
“Tell me about the carpetbag and sprockets you sold to Carol.” 

“Those old things?” He set down his muffin. “Like I said. My 
son found them in the back of the attic in an old trunk. I’m cleaning 
out the place so I can sell it, and I have no use for old junk.” 

“Did you notice the name on the bottom of the bag?” 

“Yeah, Taylor, I think.” 

“Lavinia Taylor.” 

“Right, yeah, that’s what it said. But I don’t know who she is.” 

“Would it surprise you if I told you she was your great- 
grandfather’s mother?” 

“No, I suppose not. Like I said, Dad didn’t talk about his 
family.” He frowned again. “All I care about is my son, Shelton. 
He’s my only living relative. I wish he lived here, but he moved 
to Portland.” 

Maggie nodded, but she wouldn’t let him sidetrack her. 
“What did your father do for a living?” 

“He was a fisherman, like most people around here. Me too.” 

“Might that have included smuggling liquor during Prohibition?” 

Angus crossed his arms and glared at her. 

“With Maine being the first state to enact Prohibition,” Maggie 
said, remembering facts she’d learned when researching an old 
bottle, “smuggling would have been a lucrative career from 1851 
until the national repeal in 1933.” 

“My dad wouldn’t have been involved in something like that.” 

“But he would have known if his family was involved in 
smuggling. Maybe that’s how they died.” 
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Angus shot to his feet and pointed at the door. “You can 
leave if you're going to slander my family’s name!” 

“I’m sorry,” Maggie said. “I’m only speculating on what the 
research says.” 

“Then feel free to speculate on your own.” He marched to 
the door and yanked it open. 

At the door, she turned to face him. “I am very sorry, Angus. 
I didn’t mean to offend you, but a man has been murdered, and 
finding a killer sometimes involves asking tough questions.” 

“Murder?” Angus roared, scaring birds into flight. “Now 
you think I’m involved in a murder?” 

“No no, but the man who was murdered bought the sprockets 
and bid against me for the carpetbag, so we think his death has 
something to do with those items.” 

“Which I once owned,” he said, still sounding peeved but 
lowering his voice as understanding set in. 

“Exactly.” Maggie took a deep breath. “I’ve just learned that 
one of the sprockets was meant for a weaving loom. Do you know 
anything about a loom that might have been in your family?” 

He shook his head and started to close the door. 

She dug out her business card and handed it to him. “Will 
you please call me if you think of anything?” 

“T doubt I will since I don’t plan to think about it.” He closed 
the door firmly. 

“That didn’t go so well,” Maggie mumbled as she headed 
for the car. “Not well at all.” 
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Vie Maggie returned to Somerset Harbor, she parked her 
car at home and took off on foot to Pins & Needles. She worked 
her way through the groups of festivalgoers and was about to 
round the corner when she saw a man with the same build as 
Gary and wearing a Portland Sea Dogs cap slip into the crowd. 
She abandoned her plan and hurried after him. 

He wove in and out of the people on the sidewalk, but Maggie 
managed to keep sight of him. When the man suddenly stopped 
and turned, she caught a good look at his face. 

Gary! 

He glanced to the side and then took off running. Drat. He 
must have seen me. She pursued him, offering her apologies as 
she bumped into people in her haste. At the next corner, she saw 
Officer Linton watching the crowd. She shouted at him to catch 
his attention. 

“Officer Linton! Over there!” she pointed ahead. “It’s Gary 
in the baseball cap.” 

He pivoted like a precision soldier and took off. As Gary 
burst through the crowd, Officer Linton appeared in front of him, 
planting his feet wide. Gary came to an abrupt stop and frantically 
looked around. She thought he was considering fleeing, but then 
his shoulders sagged. 

“I’ve been hoping to talk to you, Mr. Keel,” Officer Linton said. 

Gary turned and eyed Maggie. “I’ve been out of town until 
this morning.” 

“Ask him about the argument,” Maggie said to the officer as 
she tried to catch her breath. 
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“Perhaps we should all take a walk to the station house,” 
Officer Linton suggested. 

Gary looked at his watch. “I’m a bit pressed for time.” 

“It’s only a block away,” Officer Linton responded in a tone 
that Maggie knew he used to handle difficult people. 

“yp” 

“Right this way.” Officer Linton held out his hand. 

“Fine.” Gary shoved his hands into his pockets. 

Officer Linton’s hand drifted to his weapon. “I prefer your 
hands to stay where I can see them.” 

Gary muttered something under his breath but pulled his 
hands out and let them hang at his sides. “I was on my way to 
an appointment, so let’s make this quick.” 

Officer Linton turned to Maggie. “I would like you to 
accompany us to the station. You can wait in the lobby in case I 
have any additional questions for you.” 

“Of course,” she said. 

Officer Linton walked next to Gary, and Maggie traipsed 
along after them. Once at the station house, the pair disappeared 
into the back, and Maggie started pacing in the front lobby. She 
smiled at Paula. The receptionist responded with a tight smile, 
which was very cordial for her—especially considering she had 
to work on a Sunday. With the festival in full swing, Maggie 
knew the entire police force was working overtime. 

The door suddenly popped open, and Gary charged out the 
door, marching straight for the exit. 

“That's it?” Maggie asked. “You're finished? 

Gary adjusted his cap. “I can’t see you giving up on this, so I 
might as well tell you what's going on.” He drew her to the side 
of the room and out of Paula’s earshot. “You're right. I argued 
with Ike, but I didn’t lay a hand on him.” 

“What did you argue about?” Maggie asked. 
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He took a deep breath, as if collecting his thoughts. “A few 
years back, when my wife and I were getting a divorce, I hid 
some assets. Her lawyer hired Ike to find them. When I saw him 
outside the gym, I gave him a piece of my mind. That’s all.” 

Maggie didn’t believe it was that simple. “People have killed 
for far less. Sounds like a possible motive for murder.” 

“Tt might sound that way,” he said, his brows narrowing, 
“but I know where his office is located, so why would I wait two 
years to kill him?” 

She didn’t have an answer for that. 

“That’s the whole story,” he said. “If you’re looking for 
something more complicated, I’m afraid I can’t help you.” 

“Tf it’s all that innocent, then why did you run off that night, 
and why take off when I asked you about it? Seems like only a 
guilty person would do that.” 

“Or one who didn’t want his teenage daughter to find out 
he’d done something underhanded to her mother.” Gary shook 
his head. “I love my daughter, and it would humiliate her to 
learn I tried to hide money from her mother.” 

Asa parent, Maggie knew how far she’d go to protect Emily, 
and Maggie had to admit she believed him. “Did you follow 
James and me yesterday?” 

“Follow you? Why would I do that?” 

“Just answer the question.” 

“No. I didn’t follow you.” 

“And when we stopped at your house last night and you 
didn’t answer the door?” 

“Like I said, I was out of town.” 

“But I saw the curtains move.” 

“My daughter's staying with me this week, and she’s been 
taught not to answer the door for strangers.” 

As much as Maggie hated to admit it because it meant she 
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still had no answers, she was satisfied with his explanations. At 
least James would be glad to hear the news. 

“Any other questions?” Gary asked wearily. 

She shook her head. “I’m sorry for suspecting you, Gary. 
And I appreciate you researching the sprockets.” 

He gave a firm nod of his head. “You can repay me by not 
repeating the story about my wife.” 

“I won’t mention it to anyone,” she promised. 

He nodded again and took off for the door. Maggie followed 
him out of the building and resumed her trek to Pins & Needles. 
Through the shop’s sparkling glass door, Maggie saw Katie 
standing with a customer near a shelf filled with skeins of yarn 
in every color imaginable. In her midthirties, Katie had long red 
hair, a round, friendly face, and cheeks covered in freckles. Her 
white knit top was accented with a navy crocheted scarf that 
featured a delicate rosette in the front, and Maggie assumed 
she’d made it herself. 

Inside the shop, Maggie peered at a cozy knitting area with 
its orange checked chairs circling a studded leather trunk that 
served as a coffee table. Katie had used antiques relating to the 
business as decorations throughout the shop. One such item was 
a Mauchline Ware knitting ball that separated into two pieces and 
held a skein of yarn. The wooden ball had a lacquer finish and was 
looped to a string that could be worn around the knitter’s neck 
to keep control of the yarn. It sat on a Federal-style mahogany 
Martha Washington sewing stand with three drawers and rounded 
sides that opened from the top to store knitting or sewing items. 

Katie excused herself from the customer and crossed the 
room to Maggie. 

“I'm surprised you're able to get out of your shop with this 
weekend's big crowd.” Katie flashed her a warm smile. 

“You know June can handle just about anything on her own.” 
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“What I wouldn’t give to be able to afford my own June.” 
Katie sighed. 

Maggie chuckled. “Do you have a minute for a quick question, 
or would you like me to come back?” 

“Now’s fine.” 

Maggie took the Manchester photos from her bag and laid 
them on the counter. “June told me you're a weaver, and I’m 
interested in learning about this loom.” 

Katie picked up the top picture. “A Manchester. I’ve never 
seen one in person, but I’ve read a lot about them.” 

“Do you know anyone in the area who owns one?” 

“No, but I think one was recently sold at a private auction 
for my weavers guild.” 

“Do you know who sold it?” 

Katie shook her head. “But I can look online at the listing to 
see if I can figure it out.” 

“Could you do it now?” 

“Sounds urgent.” 

Maggie leaned in so she wouldn’t be overheard. “I think it 
might provide a lead in the Ike Wynne murder case.” 

“Oh my. I'll do it right away.” Katie turned to her computer 
terminal. Her fingers flew over the keyboard, but Maggie felt 
each keystroke like a tick on the clock. 

“Okay, I'm on the auction site now.” Katie ran her finger over 
the wheel on her mouse, the scrolling sound echoing through 
the space. “I see it. The Manchester.” 

Maggie wanted to race around the counter to look at the 
screen, but she resisted the urge. 

Katie continued, “This particular one was built in 1885. It 
didn’t sell for what I’d have expected.” She bent closer to the screen 
and squinted. “Oh, I see. It’s because one of the original main 
sprockets was missing, and they replaced it with a modern one.” 
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A missing sprocket! 

“The loom only went for $350,” Katie said. “With the pristine 
condition of the loom, it should have fetched at least $500 or $600.” 

Maggie nodded, but the value was irrelevant at this point. 
“Can you see who sold it?” 

Katie nodded, but bit her lip. 

“What is it?” 

“I don’t know if I should share this information with you. 
Technically, it’s—” 

“I completely understand,” Maggie said. “I don’t want to 
put you ina spot that would make you uncomfortable, but this is 
very important. Would it help if I promise not to share the name 
with anyone who doesn’t need to know about it?” 

Katie nodded and looked at her screen again. “Yes. And I 
trust you. His name is Hal Aldrich.” 

“Yes!” 

Katie gave Maggie a sideways look, but she didn’t care. 
She’d discovered that a Manchester loom with a missing sprocket 
had been sold at auction by a man who could be one of Lavinia 
Taylor’s descendants. 

Maggie lowered her voice. “Do you have an address for Hal?” 

“No, not the exact address, but his profile says he’s from 
Mills Landing.” 

Maggie could barely stop herself from shouting for joy again. 
“Can you tell me who bought the loom?” 

Katie looked at the monitor again and scrolled with her 
mouse. “Her name is Felicia Evans. She lives in Portland.” 

Maggie jotted down the names to be sure she didn’t forget 
them. “Thank you, Katie. This information is priceless.” 

Katie’s brows drew together. “Remember, you said you 
wouldn’t share those names with anyone unless you have to.” 

“Tl remember,” Maggie promised as she headed out the door. 
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She knew exactly where she would go next. Big drops of 
rain started to fall, and the crowd had thinned considerably, 
allowing her to cross the street with ease. Her mind was filled 
with her discovery, and she nearly stumbled into a large pothole. 
She lurched to a stop just in time, and that’s when she heard 
someone close behind her. 

She turned to see a man, the hood of his black jacket pulled 
tightly over his head. The dark skies shadowed his face, so she 
couldn’t make it out, but he was of the same physical build 
as the man who had followed her last night. If that wasn’t 
enough to make her heart race, the fact that it was too warm 
for a jacket—which meant he could be wearing it to conceal a 
weapon—set her pulse pounding. 

He advanced on her. Step by step. 

Terror clutching her heart, she backed away. Her foot dropped 
into the pothole, and she lost her balance. She flailed out her 
arms but knew she was going to fall, and with a sinking dread 
she realized that the mysterious stalker might kill her before she 
even had a chance to get back on her feet. 
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ee there! Stop!” James’s voice came from down the street. 

The man spun. Maggie hit the ground with an “Oof!” and 
lost sight of him. 

She heard footsteps running —one set, then another. James 
chasing the man, she hoped. She turned and confirmed her 
suspicion. The man slipped on the wet pavement and went into 
a crazy skid. James grabbed the man’s arm and twisted it up 
behind him. 

Maggie scrambled to her feet. 

“Hey,” the guy complained. “Let me go.” 

James ignored his pleas and marched him back toward Maggie. 

“Are you all right?” James’s gaze ran over her from head to toe. 

“Fine,” 

James tightened his grip on the man. “I think a call to the 
police is in order.” 

“Wait,” the man said. “I didn’t do anything wrong. There’s 
no reason for you to hold me like this or call the police.” 

Maggie glared at the guy. “Then why were you threatening me?” 

“T didn’t say a word.” 

“You didn’t need to. You were following me with your hand 
in your pocket. How was I to know whether or not you were 
carrying a gun?” 

“A gun? Are you crazy? No, I don’t have a gun.” 

“Tl confirm that if you don’t mind.” James patted the man’s 
pockets. “He’s telling the truth.” 

The man shook his head. “Why would you think I had one?” 

“You've followed me twice now. If not to hurt me, then why?” 
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The man arched a brow and watched her for a moment. “I've 
been trying to find out what happened to Ike. You bought the 
carpetbag, so I thought you knew about the drawing and had 
stolen the sprocket.” 

“Me? You thought I killed Ike?” 

atecH 

Maggie shook her head in disbelief. “Who are you anyway?” 

“Shelton Underwood.” 

Maggie’s mouth dropped open. “Angus’s son?” 

He nodded. 

“T think it’s time you tell us exactly what’s going on here,” 
James said. “Let’s get out of the road, and you can fill us in.” 

James kept Shelton firmly in his hold and escorted him to 
the closest sidewalk. 

“It would be nice if you'd let go of my arm,” Shelton muttered. 

James stared at him. “It would have been nice if you hadn’t 
followed and scared Maggie too, but you did, so my hand stays 
put until you prove I can trust you.” 

“Fine,” Shelton said. “I hired Ike so—” 

“You?” Maggie interrupted. “You're the one who hired him 
to buy the carpetbag?” 

“And the sprockets.” 

“Explain.” 

“It’s about my dad, you see. He’s fallen on hard times and 
has to sell his house to raise money. One day, I was helping 
him get ready to put the house on the market and looking for 
things he might sell, and it wore him out. He took a nap, and 
I headed up to the attic. I found an old trunk. Since it was 
locked, I figured it had something valuable in it, so I jimmied 
the lock.” 

Maggie could easily imagine the excitement of making 
such a discovery. “And what did you find?” 
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“The carpetbag and sprockets, plus my grandfather's old 
journal.” Shelton shook his head in slow, sorrowful arcs. “Turns 
out my family was smuggling alcohol during Prohibition. By 
the time the law was repealed, my ancestors had become quite 
wealthy. But my grandfather didn’t like the reputation they’d 
gained from the smuggling. So he moved to a new town and 
made up a story about the family perishing at sea. He didn’t 
talk about their past with anyone, not even my dad.” 

“T wondered about the smuggling and asked your dad about 
it today,” Maggie said. “Either he’s good at lying or you didn’t 
tell him.” 

“I figured at his age there was no point in telling him about it.” 

“But he sold the carpetbag and sprockets, so he had to know 
about those at least.” 

Shelton nodded. “I messed up there. Dad woke up and came 
up to the attic while I was reading the journal. I shoved it under 
my shirt and closed the trunk, then took the journal back to 
Portland to finish reading it. By the time I learned the importance 
of the bag and the sprockets, he’d sold them.” 

“And that’s when you hired Ike,” Maggie said. “Was that 
you with him on the phone the night of the auction, telling him 
how high to bid?” 

Shelton nodded. “Yes.” 

“T don’t get it,” Maggie said. “They aren’t worth more than 
$300 combined, so why hire a PI to find them?” 

“The drawing inside the bag is worth more than you can 
imagine.” Shelton took a deep breath before continuing. “When 
Lavinia Taylor got married, she had the family home built. The 
journal says she hid something in her carpetbag and if anyone 
found it, it would help them locate the house.” 

“T assume you're referring to the drawing, but did the journal 
say why she hid it in the bag?” 
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He shook his head. “It does mention a tunnel under the old 
family house that runs from a secret door in the basement to the 
cliff —that’s how they smuggled the alcohol—so maybe it has to 
do with that.” 

“There’s a padlock on the drawing. Maybe it’s a sign for the 
tunnel?” Maggie dug a copy from her bag and held it out. 

Shelton studied it. “Yeah, that’s where the journal says the 
tunnel is located.” 

“Okay, so say you use the drawing to find the old house,” 
James weighed in. “I still don’t see the value in that.” 

“My ancestors were engaged in illegal activities. They 
couldn’t use a bank for their smuggling proceeds, so they 
stored their cash in that tunnel. When my granddad left the 
family house to become a legitimate fisherman, his cousin 
stayed behind to carry on the ‘family business.’ Granddad 
wrote that his cousin wasn’t at all bothered by morals. So 
Granddad took the bag and kept it so his cousin would always 
have to wonder if someone might happen upon his smuggling 
operation. Granddad thought that might motivate his cousin 
to straighten up.” 

“Did it?” James asked. 

“The journal doesn’t say.” 

“And no one ever told your father about all of this?” Maggie 
asked. 

Shelton shook his head. 

“And it sounds like you think the money is still in the tunnel.” 

“I’m hoping so. Dad could really use it.” 

Maggie let the news filter through her brain. “How are the 
sprockets related?” 

“The larger one is irrelevant—a way to throw people off the 
trail if they learn about the tunnel—but the small one is from a 
weaving loom that belonged to Lavinia.” 
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Maggie thought to mention the recently sold loom with the 
missing sprocket, but decided she’d hold off until Shelton told 
the entire story. 

“Though the sprocket was made for the loom,” Shelton 
continued, “when it’s taken off and pressed into a matching 
pattern on the tunnel door, it unlocks the door.” 

Maggie’s heart soared at the news until she remembered the 
sprockets had been missing since Ike’s murder. 

“It’s odd to use a sprocket as a key,” James commented. 

“It was kind of ingenious if you ask me,” Shelton replied. 
“They could hide the key in plain sight on the loom, and no one 
would think anything of it.” 

“So,” James said, “thinking the sprocket and bag would 
make you rich, you hired Ike to buy them back, but why not do 
it yourself?” 

“I told you, I want the money for my dad, but I didn’t 
want anything to be traced back to him. And you know how 
word travels around small towns. I didn’t want it to get back 
to Dad that I’d bought them and then have to tell him about 
his family. Besides that, he’s a proud old dude and doesn’t like 
to accept help.” 

Maggie carefully appraised Shelton. “How do we know that 
Ike didn’t find out about the money and was os off on his 
own with the sprockets, so you killed him?” 

“I guess you don’t, other than my word that I didn’t kill him.” 

“You don’t have an alibi, then.” 

“T was home alone.” 

“We'll let the police sort that out.” James dug out his phone. 

Maggie held up her hand before James could make the call. 
“But what about the break-ins? First at Grandma’s Antiques on 
Thursday and then my shop last night.” 

“T didn’t do that, if that’s your question.” 
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“Do you have an alibi for those nights?” 

“Same one. At home alone, sleeping in my own bed.” 

In other words, no alibi. “What kind of vehicle do you drive?” 

“Pickup. Ford F-250,” 

“You followed me on Friday, then the two of us yesterday,” 
Maggie accused. 

“Friday, but not yesterday,” he admitted. “I had to work, 
and I was in Portland all day.” 

Maggie shot a look at James. His surprised expression said 
that he was thinking what she was thinking: If Shelton was telling 
the truth, then it had to be the person who had stolen the sprocket 
who had tailed them yesterday. And if the story in the journal 
was true, the man with the tunnel key had a lot of money riding 
on finding the house. Which meant he’d have no qualms about 
killing to achieve his goal. 

“T need to see the journal,” Maggie said. 

Shelton reached for his backpack, but James stayed his hand. 
“Tibpetit’ 

James retrieved an old leather-bound journal. Maggie 
flipped through it, reading snippets of the entries and confirming 
Shelton’s story. 

“Well?” James asked. 

“It looks real.” Maggie met his gaze. “Time to call the police.” 

James made the call, and Officer Linton took Shelton to the 
station for questioning. After she and James had given their 
statements, they returned to her shop to regroup. 

Maggie paced back and forth as she, James, and June tried 
to figure out what to do next. 

“Okay, so what do we know?” June asked. 

“This is becoming so confusing I think we need to write 
it down.” Maggie grabbed a sheet of paper from the counter 
and climbed onto a stool. She wrote the words house drawing, 
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tunnel, sprockets, smuggling, Angus, and Shelton. “We know that 
the drawing of the house is the home that has the tunnel. The 
big question is, where is the house, and who owns it now? Is it 
the Duncans’ place?” 

“If Shelton’s story was true,” James said, “I can’t imagine 
the family ever selling the house. Unless, of course, the money 
is all gone.” 

“Prohibition ended in. . . what, 1933?” June asked. “That 
means we're talking about ninety years or so when the other 
family members could have blown through the money.” 

“But what family?” James asked. 

“The Aldriches,” Maggie and June answered at the same time. 

They laughed, and James sat staring at them. 

June explained the discovery of Homer’s sister, and Maggie 
added Aldrich? to her list under tunnel. “If the money is gone, 
and the Aldriches don’t need to hide their tunnel any longer, 
they could have sold the house to the Duncans.” 

“That's what I was coming to talk to you about before Shelton 
showed up,” James said. “I’ve been digging into property records, 
and the Duncans bought the house from a Nicholas Ingles.” 

“How long did he own it?” Maggie asked. 

“Tm not sure yet,” James replied. “The county only keeps 
online records dating back to 1980.” 

“T can search the Aldrich family line to see if Nicholas Ingles 
is related,” June offered. 

Maggie noted the name on her paper. “That’s going to take 
time though, right?” 

“It could,” June said. “All depends on the public information 
I find online.” 

“Can either of you think of a faster way to get the address 
for the Aldrich family home?” 

“I assume you've looked in the phone book,” James said. 
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“I can see that you need to ask, but really?” June put her 
hands on her hips. 

James chuckled. “You're right. I shouldn’t have doubted 
you.” He became serious again. “The online database is only 
searchable by property address, so that won’t be much help.” 

Maggie tried to think of a solution, but she came up empty, 
and it was time to move on. “What about the break-ins?” She 
added them to her list and told June and James about seeing the 
thief steal a ring at Grandma’s Antiques on the security tape. 
“Do you think we’re missing anything here?” 

June’s eyes narrowed. “If we are, it’s not obvious.” 

“What about Eli and his boat?” James said. “I know it’s kind 
of far-fetched, but I wondered if his disappearance is related to 
Samantha getting hurt.” 

Maggie pictured Eli’s boat in the cove and remembered what 
Daniel Simpson had said about viewing houses from his boat. A 
vision of the house from the drawing with a tunnel running to 
the cliff replaced the boat in her mind. 

“That's it! I have to go.” Maggie grabbed her paper and 
shoved it into her tote bag. 

“Where?” James asked. 

“It’s a long shot, but I'll let you know if it pans out.” She 
glanced at June. “Call me if you find the Aldriches’ address or 
anything on Nicholas.” 

And with that, she raced out the door. 
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Marcie rushed to The Busy Bean, barely noticing that the 
rain had picked up. She slipped inside and headed for Daisy, 
who was sitting at a back table with Harry. Their faces were 
somber, their mouths tight. Either Eli had been found and it 
was bad news, or they still hadn’t heard anything yet. Maggie 
suddenly felt a pang of guilt. Here they were, worried for their 
friend’s life, and she’d shown up to ask a favor. 

Maggie couldn’t intrude that way. She turned to go, but 
Daisy called out, “Come join us, Maggie.” 

She tried to come up with a reason for being there other 
than to ask a favor as she crossed over to them, but her mind 
was blank. 

Daisy got up. “Sit down, hon, and I'll get you a cup of coffee.” 

Maggie did as she was bid and looked at Harry. Slightly 
heavyset, he had golden-brown eyes, dark brown hair, and a 
short beard. His hands, which fiddled with his cup, were red 
and rough from his days spent on the ocean. 

“Have you heard anything about Eli?” she asked. 

“Nothing new.” 

Daisy returned with the coffee. “The police say it doesn’t 
look like there was any foul play.” 

“There was no blood found,” Harry added, but Maggie could 
read between the lines. No blood didn’t mean no foul play; Eli 
could have been pushed overboard. 

Daisy placed her hand over Harry’s. “You know Eli is a strong 
swimmer. He probably swam to shore and is hiking home.” 

“We've been up and down that road and we didn’t see him.” 
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“He could have taken another route,” Maggie offered, 
though in her heart she suspected he would stay on the coastal 
highway, and with water temperatures in the fifties, even in July, 
she doubted his strong swimming would serve him for long. “If 
it helps, I’m continuing to pray for him.” 

“Of course that helps, doesn’t it, Harry?” 

He nodded, but his expression tightened. He got to his feet. 
“T can’t sit here. I need to do something.” 

“Now hold on, Harry.” Daisy stood. “Don’t go and do 
something rash.” 

“T won't.” 

“Then tell me what you have planned.” 

“Maybe I'll take the boat out and look for him.” 

“The Coast Guard and police are already doing that.” 

“But they don’t know the waters like I do.” 

“Promise me you'll be careful,” Daisy said resignedly. 

“Could I tag along with you, Harry?” Maggie asked. 

Daisy pivoted to look at Maggie. “On the boat? Whatever for?” 

She explained the secret tunnel. “I want to search the coastline 
to see if I can find the door, and if Harry’s going out anyway ...” 

“Now, Maggie—” Daisy began. 

“I'd love the company,” Harry interrupted. “C’mon. Ill even 
let you use my binoculars.” 

She stood, and Daisy put a hand on her arm. “Wait a 
minute. It’s bound to be cold out on the water. Let me pack you 
a thermos of coffee and something to eat in case it takes longer 
than you expect.” 

When Daisy returned with an old plaid thermos from the 
‘50s and a lunch bag, she gave Harry a hug and reminded him 
to be careful again. 

Outside, Harry lifted his face to the sky. “We best be getting 
out there before the storm rolls in.” 
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Maggie had hoped to stop for more serviceable shoes and a 
jacket, but she didn’t want to delay Harry. 

He must have read her mind. “Daisy keeps a few things on 
the boat including boots that you can wear.” 

They would be too big, but Maggie would make do. “Thank 
you, Harry.” 

He took off with big lumbering strides, and she had to jog 
to keep up with him and hop aboard his fishing boat before he 
cast off and set the motor rumbling. She settled into a cracked 
vinyl seat in the small cabin. As rain pelted the roof overhead, 
she was glad for the dry shelter of the Daisy Mae. She could do 
without the strong fishy odor of the boat, but she wasn’t about 
to complain. 

Harry was the opposite of Daisy — quiet and introspective —so 
Maggie didn’t expect much in the way of conversation, and she 
sat back for the ride. The steady thrum of the motor and the boat 
rising and falling over the ocean swells made her eyes droop even 
though napping was the last thing she wanted to do. 

She turned to Harry. “You said I could use your binoculars?” 

“They're in the compartment between our seats. Help yourself.” 

She dug them out, and though they hadn’t reached Mills 
Landing, she focused along the coastline to get used to looking 
through the binoculars. She enjoyed seeing the variety of archi- 
tectural styles as they buzzed along at top speed, but she had to 
look away periodically or the steep swells left her feeling dizzy. 

Harry suddenly slowed the boat. “Mills Landing is just ahead.” 

She peered at the shore, trying not to blink so she didn’t 
miss a thing. 

“When I drop anchor, I'll want the binoculars.” 

She hated to give them up, but looking for Eli was far more 
important than her mission of searching for an old house. She 
kept her focus on the shore, where she soon spotted the Duncans’ 
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house, giving her their approximate location. She intensified her 
search on both sides of their house but didn’t see another home 
resembling the drawing. 

The boat came to a stop, and she handed the binoculars 
over to Harry. 

“That's Eli’s boat,” he said and pointed at a well-used 
white-and-red fishing boat much like his own. Two Coast Guard 
cutters were anchored nearby, and uniformed men stood on the 
deck, peering at the water. 

“Coast Guard’s not going to let us get very close.” Harry 
turned away and started running the binoculars over the area. 

She strained to see the coastline, but she couldn’t make out 
the homes well enough to learn anything. My phone—she could 
use her phone’s camera to zoom in. She lifted it from her bag and 
narrowed the camera’s focus to the shoreline near the Duncans’ 
home. Seeing the video button next to the picture icon gave her 
an idea. She would record the area so she could enlarge it on her 
computer later to take a better look. 

Harry anchored the boat in several different locations and 
spent nearly an hour searching, but there was no sign of Eli. 
Maggie wasn’t surprised. If the Coast Guard hadn’t found him, 
the odds weren’t in their favor, but Maggie fully understood 
Harry’s need to search. If one of her friends was missing, she’d 
move heaven and earth to find him or her. 

Harry lowered his binoculars and looked into the distance. 
“Storm’s coming in fast. We need to head back.” 

“I’m sorry we didn’t find Eli.” 

“Didn’t much expect to,” he muttered and handed her 
the binoculars. 

She took that to mean he didn’t want to continue their 
conversation, so she watched out the window in silence. The winds 
picked up, and the ocean swells grew choppier, peppering the 
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windshield with water. With the added spray, Maggie couldn’t 
tell how hard it was raining. When they reached the dock, she 
was surprised to see the rain hadn’t picked up much at all. Still, 
ominous gray clouds hung in the distance, and they hurried 
down the sidewalk. She bid Harry good-bye and rushed back to 
the manor to review the video she’d shot from the boat. 

Eager to be out of the rain, she bustled through the sunroom 
door. Snickers immediately came running. 

“Some days I wish I was a spoiled cat like you,” she said and 
marched to the bathroom to towel off and put on dry clothes. 
Then she hurried to the office and plugged her phone into her 
computer. She’d taken a total of five videos, and when the files 
had uploaded, she set them to play. The first two videos were 
uneventful, but the third one had her on the edge of her chair 
and enlarging the picture as much as her computer would allow. 

“There!” she said to Snickers, who came padding into the 
room. “Another house that looks like the drawing, and it’s only 
a few miles away from the Duncans’ house.” 

Snickers meowed loudly. 

“T have to see it.” Maggie checked the local radar on the 
Internet. “The real storm is still an hour away, which gives me 
plenty of time.” 

She ran to the coat hooks in the sunroom and donned her raincoat. 

Snickers followed, and his meow sounded disapproving. 

“I’m sorry I have to leave again, but Ill be back soon, and 
we can spend time together then.” 

She set off for Mills Landing. On the highway, the rain picked 
up despite the radar’s prediction, and she was forced to switch 
the wipers to high. 

Maggie crept along the highway, glancing at the fog hovering 
over the craggy rocks. She could no longer see the steep drop-off 
to the ocean. When she arrived in Mills Landing, she managed 
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to find the road the Duncans lived on. Between each thump of 
the wiper blades, she searched for the correct house. 

Nearly three miles past their home, she spotted the house 
that matched the drawing perfectly and pulled to the curb across 
the road. If only we hadn’t missed this the first time. She turned 
off her car and tucked her phone into her coat’s zipper pocket 
to keep it dry. 

Outside, the rain and wind buffeted her body, but her focus 
remained on the house. Once she got up close, she noticed the 
house had not fared well over the years. The black shutters had 
grayed and one hung precariously from a corner. White paint 
peeled in long strips, exposing gray siding, and the porch boards 
looked like they might collapse at any moment. She was starting 
to believe the Aldriches had long since abandoned the house. 

Only one way to find out. 

She knocked hard on the ornate door that showed deep cracks 
in the wood. Time ticked by, and she listened for footfalls inside, 
but the only sound she heard was the rain pelting the roof. She 
knocked again and gave it a few additional minutes. 

“No one home,” she muttered, but she wouldn’t be deterred. 
She tried to peek through a window that was accessible from the 
porch, but it was covered by a heavy curtain. She crossed to the 
other window she could reach from the porch and found the 
faded brocade curtains pulled tight there too. 

Now what? 

She took out her phone and entered the address into the 
county property record search. As she waited for the results, she 
focused on the door and windows, hoping to see a sign of life. 

The search information loaded, revealing the owner was 
Hal Aldrich. 

“Bingo!” This was the house, all right, and she wasn’t leaving 
without a quick search of the property. 
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She checked the neighboring houses, and seeing no one 
watching her, she hurried across the front yard, which was 
covered in weeds and high grass. She darted around the corner 
and paused to assess the area with wild berry brambles, knee-high 
grass, and overgrown weeds. Farther ahead, she could see the 
harbor, but the view today was hazy and gloomy. 

The rain picked up, pummeling her face. She bent her head 
and crept toward the back of the house, where the drawing 
displayed the heart-shaped lock. 

A deep male voice cut through the air behind her. “I suggest 
you stop right there.” 

She started to turn but froze when the cold, hard barrel of a 
gun was shoved into her back. 
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Mes screamed, and a big, meaty hand clamped over her 
mouth, sealing it and sending a wave of panic through her body. 

“Stop with the screaming, or I'll use this.” The man jabbed 
the gun into her ribs, the sharp angle sending pain reverberating 
along her side. “Now if you promise not to scream, I'll take my 
hand away.” 

Maggie suspected the howling wind and driving rain would 
mask a gunshot report enough that he could actually get away with 
shooting her despite the proximity of the nearby homes. She took a 
few deep breaths through her nose to stem her panic and nodded. 

His hand fell away, but the gun barrel moved to her back again. 

She started to turn. 

He stopped her with a firm hand on her shoulder. 

“Who are you and what are you going to do with me?” she 
asked, surprised at how calm she sounded when she was barely 
keeping herself together. 

“That's not important. Give me your phone.” She handed it 
over reluctantly. “Start moving toward the back entrance of the 
house.” He shoved the gun into her side again like a cattle prod. 

Maggie stumbled forward. Her foot tangled in a trailing 
vine. She bent down to free herself as her mind raced to find a 
way to escape. If she could get far enough ahead of the gunman, 
she could run. But that wouldn’t work. She couldn’t outrun a 
bullet, and with the overgrown vegetation, she wasn’t going to 
run anywhere, even without a gun at her back. 

Oh why didn’t I tell someone where I was going? 

“You're free, now get going,” he growled. 
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She stood up and walked at a snail’s pace. 

“Faster,” he demanded. 

“If I speed up, Il get tangled again.” 

“I’m finding my way just fine.” The gun pressed harder. 
“You can too.” 

She upped her pace, but not much. Still, she found herself 
at the peeling back door in no time. He pushed her against the 
building and planted his arm across her shoulders while he dug 
out a key and unlocked the door. 

“You had to keep after this, didn’t you?” he growled and 
pushed her inside. 

She wasn’t about to answer his question; she was busy wishing 
she hadn’t made the trip alone. But she was alone, and it was up 
to her to find a way out. Starting with getting her bearings in the 
darkness. She squinted to try to make out the area around her, 
but darkness obscured everything. 

“Move to your right so I can close the door,” he said. 

She felt along the floor with her foot and inched to the side. 
For a brief moment, the gun left her back. 

Run, now! her mind screamed, but she remained in place. 
She couldn’t go running off into the dark. She had no idea what 
lay ahead of her, and she could trip. She had to get out of the 
situation alive. 

She heard the man fumbling around in the dark before light 
illuminated the area. She blinked hard and her vision cleared. 
To her right, a short flight of stairs led up. She closed her eyes 
to orient herself to the floor plan on the drawing. If the home 
hadn’t been renovated, the stairs would take her to the kitchen. 

Once they climbed the stairs, her escape route was a quick 
left turn. She could come to a quick stop and throw her shoulder 
into the creep, and he’d go flying down the stairs while she raced 
down the long hallway to the front door. . 
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“We're going downstairs,” he said, annihilating her plans. 

The basement hadn’t been included in the drawing, giving 
her no idea of what lay ahead. No idea how to make her escape. 

Tears pricked at her eyes, and she scrunched them closed 
until she was in control of them. She looked down the stairs now 
in front of her. Only the first three steps were illuminated. The 
remaining stairs were eerily dark, and she was reminded horribly 
of the time she’d been locked in the church basement for hours. 

“Keep going,” he commanded. 

She felt ahead with her foot and took the first step. Then 
another. A shiver seized her body. She wasn’t sure if it was from 
the cold, the dank, musty smell rising up to greet her, or the fear 
of what awaited her if she was once again trapped in a basement. 

Was he going to lock her down there? Kill her? 

The questions gave her pause, and he shoved a booted foot 
into her back, making her arms windmill for balance. “If you’re 
trying to think of a way to best me, you're asking for trouble. 
Now move!” 

She slid her foot forward, letting it drop down to the next 
step. She heard a click, and a single bulb hanging from the ceiling 
illuminated the space. She took the remaining stairs and stared 
in surprise. She’d conjured up a dungeon or otherwise creepy 
basement, but a finished family room with hand-me-down 
furniture from the ’80s lay before her. An overstuffed sofa and 
chair were covered in a peach-and-green Southwestern print, 
and they took up most of the space. Oak tables with dusty glass 
tops sat nearby, and an old television looked like it might fall 
off a rickety shelf. 

The furnishings didn’t fit with the age of the home, and if the 
family had left the house when Angus’s ancestors had departed, 
that style of furniture wouldn’t have been left behind; it hadn’t 
been invented yet. Maggie supposed the furniture could be from 
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renters, but if the tunnel story was true, they certainly wouldn’t 
have rented out the house. 

So what is this room for, and who is this guy? 

She turned to look at him. He was of medium height and 
build, with a receding hairline. His eyes, though narrow and mean, 
bore a strong resemblance to Angus’s. Can this be Hal Aldrich? 

“If ’d known you were coming, I would have cleaned the 
place up.” He laughed nastily. 

“No need, Hal,” she said, trying his name. 

He flinched. 

Bingo. “What? You didn’t think I’d figure out who you were 
and that you were the one who killed Ike?” 

“You have no proof.” His narrow lips thinned below his 
large, bulbous nose. “Not that you're leaving here to tell anyone.” 

She had no doubt that he meant it, and a stab of dread replaced 
her triumph at having guessed the identity of Ike’s killer. 

“Have a seat while I decide what to do with you.” He shoved 
her toward the big chair. 

She perched on the edge, sending a puff of dust into the air, 
and the musty scent in the room intensified. “The age of your 
furniture tells me your side of the family didn’t leave this house 
or their past behind.” 

He looked like he might not answer, then he shrugged. “We 
haven't lived here since the 1920s, if that’s what you're getting at.” 

“But the furniture .. .” 

“We needed something comfy to sit on while we waited for 
our shipments.” 

“You're still using the tunnel,” she said, but she expected 
him to deny it. 

Spe 

Well, surprise, surprise. “Obviously you're no longer smug- 
gling liquor.” 
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He lifted his shoulders and preened. “I’ve made our family 
a tidy sum by smuggling various items of value over the years.” 

“And now?” 

Hal looked at her long and hard. “Guess it won’t hurt to tell 
you, seeing as you won't be blabbing to anyone once I’m through 
with you. We’ve been importing ivory tusks from narwhals out 
of Canada.” 

Maggie fought down panic and tried to keep her mind clear. 
What does that mean, when he’s ‘through with’ me? She searched 
her brain for what she’d once learned about narwhals. She 
remembered the whales were called the unicorns of the sea due 
to their spiral ivory tusks that could grow longer than ten feet. 

“T didn’t know their tusks were valuable,” she said to keep 
him talking, though she suspected the ivory would be worth 
quite a lot of money. 

“Are you kidding? They can sell for thousands of dollars each.” 

“And because you're smuggling them, I will assume that it’s 
illegal to bring them into the U.S.” 

His lips twisted into a sneer. “We’ve made close to $1 million 
in the last ten years.” 

“We?” 

“My sons and I. Got two boys. They’re the ones who turned 
me on to the tusks. We smuggle them in by boat and store them 
in the tunnel before finding buyers and transporting the tusks 
to them.” 

“T don’t understand. How could you use the tunnel if the 
key you needed to open it has been hidden away in someone's 
attic all these years?” 

“Oh sweetie,” he sneered, the endearment full of condescen- 
sion, “a tunnel needs two entrances to be worth anything, you 
know. Until recently, we’ve been using the cliffside entrance 
to stow shipments and make deals. We never could access the 
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tunnel from in here. But several weeks ago, the mechanism used 
to open the outer door jammed. My numbskull of a son tried to 
fix it, but all he did was make the blasted thing worse. Hasn’t 
been very good for business, let me tell you.” 

“So you set out to take the sprocket for yourself,” Maggie 
interjected. She fought to keep the revulsion from her voice. He 
sounded so proud of his crimes. 

“Yup. I heard that Underwood youngster had found it and 
might be on to us. I’ve got some connections, and I heard folks 
talking about that auction over in Somerset Harbor.” 

“And you went there to kill Ike,” she said bluntly. 

The sneer vanished as he came closer, raising the gun. Her 
heart skipped a beat, and she held her breath. 

He stopped, the gun still lifted in his hand. “You make it 
sound like we planned it—like we’re killers—but we didn’t. I 
simply asked the guy to hand over the sprockets. Dumb ex-cop 
thought he could best me and lunged at me. Well, I showed him. 
Ironic that it was the sprocket that did the job.” 

“And of course, you needed the sprocket to access the tunnel 
from inside the house. I’m guessing you had some items of value 
imthiere” 

A bushy brow lifted. “You figured that part out, did you?” 

“With a little help from Shelton Underwood.” 

Hal shook his head. “Never did understand why his old 
idiot grandfather turned his back on a great career to live out 
his life in a tiny house and schlep out to sea everyday to haul in 
a bunch of fish. That’s just plain dumb in my book.” 

“Some people have morals.” 

His glare darkened even more. “So do I. It’s just that my 
morals revolve around money.” 

“Tf the tunnel is such a secret,” she said, trying to keep him 
talking, “why did Lavinia hide the drawing in her bag?” 
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“For love.” He scoffed. “Can you believe that? Love. Sheesh.” 

“Love?” 

“She was in an arranged marriage but in love with the man 
who’d designed their house. He oversaw the construction of 
the home, and he built the tunnel so he could meet with her in 
secret. Her husband found out about it when the lover drew a 
heart on the drawing for her as a symbol of leaving his heart in 
that location. Of course, that ended her affair, but she kept the 
drawing to remember him by and hid it in the lining of her bag 
so her husband wouldn’t find it.” Hal glared at her. “But now 
someone could find the tunnel by using the drawing, and you're 
going to tell me where it is so I can get it back. We were always 
worried that old fool would sell the carpetbag and someone 
would look a little too close.” 

“1 doubt that anyone could find the house, much less the 
tunnel,” she replied. 

“You did.” 

“Dumb luck.” 

“Hmm,” he said. “I think plenty of people would be able 
to figure it out. After all, you did, and forgive me for saying so, 
honey, but you don’t seem all that bright to me. I mean, look 
where you're sitting.” He cackled wickedly. 

Not in a good place, unfortunately. She was a hostage in the 
home of aman who demanded she return the drawing, but with 
everything he’d confessed to her, even if she told him where to 
find it, he wouldn’t let her go. 

Then there was James. 

If she told Hal that he had the drawing, she’d be putting 
James’s life on the line too. 
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| be kept his focus and weapon trained on Maggie as he 
pulled a kerosene lamp from a cupboard and carried it to a 
nearby wall. He set the lamp on the floor and lifted a picture 
to reveal an odd-shaped keyhole in the wall. He withdrew the 
heavy sprocket from his jacket and inserted it into the lock, and 
suddenly a wide section of the wall started to slide, revealing a 
solid oak door with heavy wrought-iron hardware. 

He gestured for her to join him, grinning maniacally. “Time 
for you to see what all the fuss is about.” 

She rose but remained near the sofa. She couldn’t let him 
take her into the tunnel, where she was sure he’d either kill her 
or leave her to die. He’d already taken away her phone, and she 
couldn’t think of any other way out of her predicament. 

He waved the gun. “With or without a bullet, you’re going 
into the tunnel. Doesn’t matter to me how you get there.” 

Her mind racing for a way out, she started toward him. 

Please don’t let him kill me. 

As she neared him, she thought to shove him out of the way 
and run—taking her chances with a bullet in the back—but he 
retreated along the basement wall. 

“Open the door,” he commanded. “Slowly.” 

She grabbed the large round ring, the iron cold in her hand, 
and pulled hard. Large hinges groaned as if in agony. 

“Sea air does its best to corrode the hardware,” he said. “Can’t 
keep the hinges lubricated enough.” He dug in his pocket and 
pulled out a lighter, then handed it to her. “Get the lamp going.” 

She stood staring at him. 
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“Or we can make the trip in the dark. I’ve done it plenty of 
times, but I guarantee you won't like it.” 

She bent down and lit the lamp that was sitting on the 
ground. Thick black smoke curled up and joined oily stains on 
the ceiling of the entrance. Hal was going to force her inside, 
and if someone somehow figured out she’d come to the house, 
they wouldn’t think to look in the wall unless she left a clue for 
them. She fiddled with the height of the flame to keep Hal’s 
attention and subtly reached into the pocket of her raincoat 
with the other hand. She drew out one of her business cards that 
she kept in all of her jackets, then set it on the floor so when he 
closed the wall, the card would still be visible. She had to hope 
he wouldn’t notice it. 

“That’s enough. Get going. There are a few steps down, a 
sharp turn, and a few more steps, and then you'll be in the main 
section of the tunnel.” 

She started ahead, holding the light high. The walls and floor 
were carved from a grayish-brown stone with a metallic luster. 
She ran her fingers over the rough texture to keep her balance on 
the wide stairs that were worn smooth from decades of use. As 
Hal had said, she took four steps and came to an open doorway, 
then the turn and five additional stairs. 

Movement ahead caught her light and she jumped back, startled. 

“Ah, I see you’ve spotted my other guest,” Hal said. “No 
need to worry. He’s harmless.” 

He shoved her forward. She descended the last few stairs, 
then held the light high. A man stood near a massive door that 
she suspected opened out to the cliff. She turned to take in the 
space that appeared to be about thirty feet long, ten feet wide, 
and ten feet high. Three narwhal tusks lay in an open container 
near a stack of antique wooden crates, filling the interior wall 
from floor to ceiling. Hal came to a stop next to them. 
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She was more curious about the silent man by the door than 
the crates. The sound of the raging storm barreling against the 
door grew louder as she got closer to the man and squinted. His 
face became clear, and a flood of relief washed over her. 

She hurried toward him. “Eli! Is that you?” 

“Yes,” he said, glaring at Hal. 

“How did you end up here?” 

“Simple,” Hal said. “His boat died off the coast. He took 
a swim and happened to catch us bringing in a shipment. As I 
said, we've had to bring everything in and out through the house 
lately.” He patted the boxes. “Couldn’t risk him reporting us so 
I asked him to join me like I asked you.” He snickered. 

“Hal said he’s going to kill me,” Eli said with disgust. “He’s 
only keeping me alive until the Coast Guard calls off their search. 
Then he says we'll take a trip out into the ocean.” 

The knot in her stomach loosened as she realized that with 
the Coast Guard circling so close, Hal wouldn’t risk taking her 
out to the cliff either. That bought them some time. She turned 
to face Hal. “Even if the Coast Guard calls off the search, you 
should know that Eli’s daughter is a tenacious police officer, and 
I can’t see her ever giving up.” 

“Trust me. I’ve grown quite adept at dealing with law 
enforcement over the years. One little cop isn’t going to stop 
me.” He smiled again, but Maggie thought it looked forced this 
time. “Now put down the lamp and make yourself comfortable.” 

She settled the lamp on a ledge and was thankful he didn’t 
plan to leave her in the dark as he had left Eli. 

“All Ineed to know is where you've stored the drawing.” 

A sudden realization hit her. “It was you who broke into my 
shop to find the drawing!” 

He sneered. “You're just figuring that out now?” 

“T still don’t see how killing me will help anything. When I 


194 Susan Sleeman 


don’t return, my friends will know my disappearance is related 
to the drawing and the sprockets, and they'll be relentless in 
figuring it out.” 

“Tl take my chances.” His eyes narrowed. “Now, where is 
the drawing?” 

He meant to kill her anyway, so why tell him? She shook 
her head. 

He shot across the room. She lurched back, but he whisked 
past her and put Eli in a chokehold, pressing the gun against the 
older man’s head. “Tell me where it is or Eli doesn’t have long 
for this world.” 

“Wait!” Maggie was willing to risk her own life, but she 
wouldn't risk Eli’s. “Fine. But if I tell you who has it, you have 
to promise not to harm them.” 

“Do you think you're in any position to negotiate?” 

“No, but I won’t sell out a friend.” 

“Look,” Hal said. “Why would I want to kill someone else 
and draw more attention to the problem? Tell me who has it, 
and as long as I can get it without being seen, your friend will 
be A-okay.” 

She gritted her teeth and told him that James had the original, 
but she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was betraying him. 
What have I done? 

Hal glanced at his watch and started for the stairs. “Assuming 
your buddy is at the big to-do in town, I should be able to find 
what I need without incident and be back here in a flash.” He 
glared at her. “You best not be lying to me to buy time, because 
if you are, Eli gets it when I come back.” 

“I’m telling the truth.” 

With that, he spun and ran out of the tunnel. 

As soon as Hal was gone, Maggie turned to Eli. “We have 
to get out of here.” 
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“Trust me,” he said. “I’ve run my fingers over every inch of 
this place, and there isn’t a way out without a key.” 

“You didn’t have a light, though. Now we do,” she said hopefully. 

“Maybe.” Eli scowled. “We could simply wait for Hal to 
come back and then try to overpower him.” 

Maggie gave the idea some thought. “We couldn’t do it in 
the stairway —it’s too narrow —but maybe when he comes down 
the last few steps . . . it’s a long shot, but it has potential. I’d still 
like to keep looking for a way out.” 

“Agreed.” 

“Okay. We need to move fast and be systematic.” Maggie 
grabbed the light. “Let’s start with the sea side of the tunnel. 
We can signal to the Coast Guard faster than trying to contact 
the police.” 

“That door is jammed. And it sounds to me like there’s a storm 
brewing out there. Do you think the Coast Guard’s still around?” 

“They were an hour ago, and it’s the Coast Guard. A little 
rain doesn’t stop them from saving a life.” 

“Good point. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to take another 
crack at this door. I didn’t have help before.” He gave her a 
small, grateful smile. 

Together they picked their way toward the door, where the 
rocks were slick from the rainwater seeping under the door. A loud 
clap of thunder echoed through the space, making Maggie jump. 

“JT can’t believe Hal keeps all that cash stashed down here,” 
Eli said. “Must get wet.” 

“Cash?” she asked, her focus on the lock. 

“The boxes on the wall. They’re filled with it. He said he can’t 
take his money to the bank, so he lives off the cash.” 

Ah, so the money is still here. Just like Shelton said. 

Eli let out a weary sigh. “If only Aldrich had left that sprocket 
behind, maybe we could have used it to jimmy one of these doors. 
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He seems like the kind of dim-witted crook who’s just riding his 
luck until it wears out.” 

Maggie thought of the big metal piece and made a mental 
note to make sure it found its way into police custody as evidence. 
If we manage to get away, that is... 

“I think this pretty well settles it. There’s no way to force this 
open.” Eli’s resigned tone cut through her reverie. 

“Okay, then the other door. It wasn’t as secure. Just a big lock.” 

“Yeah, but what do we pick it with?” Eli ran a shaky hand 
through his sparse hair. 

“What if we took a crate apart and used the nails?” 

“We could try it.” 

Maggie carefully made her way across the floor, noting that 
the puddles of sea water ended a good ten feet from the crates, 
making it a safe place to store cash. That explained why the boxes 
showed no signs of water damage. 

She set the lantern on the far crate and opened the top of 
another. Stacks of cash were wrapped in clear plastic vacuum-sealed 
bags, another way they avoided the dampness of the tunnel. 

Eli shook his head. “Can you imagine a day in Hal’s life? 
The wife gets up and needs to go grocery shopping, so she says, 
‘Honey, can you go into the tunnel and grab me a bag of cash?’ 
IUsibizanrevs 

“Tt certainly is.” Maggie ran her fingers over the edge of 
the box and discovered nails with rectangular heads, proof the 
crate was made in the 1800s, when such hand-forged nails were 
still used. She hated destroying a piece of history, but desperate 
times called for desperate measures. 

“Help me lift this down and empty it out,” she said. 

Eli joined her and together they set the box on the floor and 
made quick work of pulling out the bags of money. 

“IT wonder how much is here,” Eli said. 
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“We'll find that out when we get out of here and the police 
seize the cash.” She tried to sound positive, but with each passing 
minute, she was sure Hal would come back with the drawing 
and finish them off. 

“Let me have a go at the box.” Eli set it on its side, then kicked 
at the top piece of wood. It didn’t budge. He tried it again, and 
soon one corner let loose, and Eli ripped the side free, exposing 
the hand-hammered nails. 

“Tl hold this steady, and you pound the nails through with 
my boot,” he said excitedly, proffering his heavy, steel-toed 
workman’s boot. 

His enthusiasm was contagious, and Maggie started to believe 
that they were going to get out of this mess alive. She beat on the 
nails with renewed vigor. 

“There,” she said, standing back. “Those should pull right out.” 

Eli got a grip on the nails while Maggie retrieved the lantern. 

“Ready to try them?” she asked. 

His brow furrowed. “Ready and not ready. What if we fail?” 

“We won't fail. We can’t. We both have amazing daughters 
who need us.” 

“You're right. Let’s go.” 

Maggie headed for the wood door into the house, feeling the 
warmer air as she drew closer to it. The space was so tight that 
she had to press herself against the wall to give Eli room while 
he fumbled with the lock. 

Time ticked by. Seconds. Minutes. The lock didn’t budge. 

A noise came from the other side of the door, and Maggie 
thought she heard someone talking. 

“Stop.” Maggie grabbed Eli’s hand to keep him still. “Did 
you hear that?” 

“What?” 

“Someone’s talking out there.” 
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eal?” 

“T don’t know,” she whispered and shot Eli a look. “Surely 
he wouldn’t be bringing someone back with him.” 

The minute her words were out, she knew she was mistaken. 

He could indeed be bringing help —his sons. 

They might not make it out of the tunnel alive after all. 
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INvA lees wished she could make out the words of the two 
men on the other side of the door, but they were too far away. 
And the pair seemed to be moving around the room, as if tak- 
ing a tour. 

“Should we go back downstairs?” Eli whispered. 

“They’re not near the door, so I think we’re okay for now,” she 
replied. “But be ready to take off if the key is inserted in the lock.” 

She pressed her ear against the door and heard the voices 
grow louder. “Oh no. They’re coming this way. Their voices are 
still muffled, so I think the false wall must be closed.” She held her 
breath, waiting to hear the wall sliding open, but she only heard 
the muffled voices. “If it’s Hal, wouldn’t he come straight in?” 

“Unless you told someone you were coming to this house, 
who else could it be?” 

“Good point,” she admitted, and she saw Eli’s optimism 
evaporate from his face. “Maybe James figured out another clue 
on the drawing,” she added quickly to restore his hope. She 
decided not to mention that she’d studied that drawing dozens 
of times and had found nothing that might help locate the house. 

“Over here!” a voice from the other side of the wall said. 

Maggie shot a look at Eli. 

His eyes widened. “Should we go back down the stairs?” 

Before she could answer, she heard the outer wall slide open. 
Eli grabbed her arm and pulled her toward the stairs. 

Fists pounded on the door, stopping them. 

“Maggie!” James’s voice came through the wood. “Maggie, 
are you in there?” 
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“I’m here!” She raced back to the door. “James? Is that 
really you?” 

“Yes, and I have Robert with me too.” 

“Be careful!” she cried out. “Hal Aldrich is the killer, and 
he’s coming back here for me and Eli.” 

“Eli’s with you?” Officer Linton shouted. 

“Yes! He discovered Hal’s smuggling operation, and Hal 
took him prisoner so he couldn’t tell anyone else.” Maggie told 
them about Hal’s current mission. 

“Are you both okay?” James asked. 

“We're fine.” 

“That’s great news!” Officer Linton shouted. “Eli, I’ll radio 
the good news to Samantha and call in backup.” 

“And send someone to James’s office in case Hal’s still there,” 
Maggie added. 

“I’m pretty sure Robert can handle things from here.” Humor 
brightened James’s voice. “We need to concentrate on getting you 
out of there. I'll look for something to help me pry the door open.” 

Maggie wanted to ask him to stay by the door and keep talking 
so she could be sure his voice wasn’t simply her imagination, but 
she preferred that he work on getting the door open. 

She turned to Eli instead. “Looks like well both be going 
home soon.” 

“Thank the good Lord for that.” 

The joy of being rescued suddenly overwhelmed her, and 
she gave Elia big hug. “Worst case, we're stuck in here until they 
arrest Hal and get the door key from him.” 

They separated, and she heard what sounded like someone 
running on the other side of the wall. Then she heard multiple 
voices. Then silence. Maggie tapped her foot impatiently. 

“Okay, stand back,” James called out. “Robert gave me a tire 
iron, and I’m going to try to pry open the door.” 
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Maggie and Eli backed away from the door. She heard a 
loud thump and the groaning of wood before it cracked with a 
horrendous splintering noise. A gap opened in the wood, and 
a shaft of light filtered through the space before the tip of the 
tire iron poked through and made another pass. Finally, James 
shoved the door open. She had never been so happy to see him. 

He reached out a hand, and she placed hers in the warmth of his 
palm. “You're freezing,” he said as he pulled her from the cavern. 

“Tt’s the damp,” Eli noted as he followed her. “I’ve fished for 
years, and the damp is what gets to my old bones.” 

James gestured at the stairway to the main floor of the house. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 

Maggie didn’t have to be told twice. She climbed the stairs 
to the kitchen so she could use the front door and not have to 
battle the overgrown weeds out back. On the porch, she took a 
deep breath. The thunderstorm had cleared, and an invigorating 
breeze washed over her. 

Officer Linton strode up the walkway. “Let’s go. We’ve got 
Hal in custody, and I'll need to take your statements. We can do 
that at the station.” 

He didn’t wait for them but hurried toward his car. 

“We'd better keep up,” James said with a grin. “Robert's 
missing out on the excitement in town, and I for one don’t want 
to be the reason for it.” 

Maggie chuckled and followed him to the car. Eli joined 
Officer Linton in the front so he could talk to his daughter on 
the radio. James sat next to Maggie in the backseat. 

“How did you find the house?” she asked. 

“The drawing’s missing corner.” James pulled out a copy 
of the drawing. He’d jotted numbers on the side that Maggie 
recognized as latitude and longitude. “I just couldn’t let it go, 
so I did the only thing I could think of. I got the carpetbag from 
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your place—June let me in—and took it to Fran. She reopened 
the lining for me, mentioning something about how it looked 
like it had been opened and resewn before she got her hands 
on it. She didn’t know why she hadn't noticed it before. I dug 
around in there and found the missing corner. It fits the drawing 
perfectly, and it had the latitude and longitude on it in the artist’s 
handwriting. One of the smugglers must have torn it off to hide 
the house, and then Angus’s grandfather must have saved it 
and added it in the carpetbag lining with the drawing when he 
stole the sprocket.” 

“You're amazing,” she said. 

Suddenly feeling exhausted, she laid the drawing on her lap 
and rested her head against the back of the seat. As they drove 
down the coastal highway, she listened to the joyful exchange 
between Eli and Samantha over the radio. 

Maggie was pleased that they’d solved the murder and 
reunited a father and daughter in the process. 

When they pulled up to the police station, her heart was 
full of happiness, and she vowed that if she saw Hal inside, she 
wouldn’t let him take it away. But she was spared seeing him 
when Officer Linton escorted her directly to Chief Cole’s office 
to give her statement. When she finished, they returned her to 
the lobby, where James waited for her. He looked up from the 
seat near the corner and beamed at her. 

Chief Cole shook her hand. “We owe you a debt of gratitude 
for finding Officer Clayton’s father.” 

“I’m glad I could help, though it was quite accidental. I think a 
big part of that gratitude belongs to James for finding both of us.” 

“Nonetheless, Eli’s been rescued, and I know Samantha 
wants to thank you after she settles her dad at home.” 

“That's not necessary,” Maggie said. “I’m just happy they’re 
back together.” 
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“Don’t be surprised if she seeks you out. And I believe this 
is yours.” He handed her the phone Hal had taken from her. 

“Thanks, Chief. For everything,” she told him, pocketing the 
phone. She turned to James. “You didn’t have to wait.” 

“I wasn’t going to leave you here after everything you've been 
through.” James stood. He had truly become an invaluable friend. 

“Thank you.” 

“So,” he said, “are you up for attending the closing of the 
festival, or would you like me to take you home?” 

She didn’t want to be alone at that moment. “How about a 
quick trip home to freshen up and then we meet our friends at 
the park?” 

“Sounds like a plan.” 

Back at the manor, she quickly washed up and changed 
out of her filthy clothes. She’d already planned to wear a navy 
striped top, a red silk scarf, and navy slacks for the Fourth of 
July celebration, so she would be ready for the festivities in 
no time. 

Humming, she slipped into her clean clothes and added a 
pair of sandals. Then she grabbed a white sweater and joined 
James in the library. She found him seated with Snickers purring 
on his lap. He ran his gaze over her, and the look of admiration 
in his eyes warmed her heart. 

“Very festive.” He stood and settled Snickers on the floor. 

Maggie felt a moment of guilt over leaving Snickers alone 
again so soon, but after the confinement in the tunnel, she needed 
to be in fresh air and around people. 

Then she remembered something she needed to do. “Just a 
minute,” she said to James, pulling her newly recovered phone 
from her pocket. 

She dialed Carol Hansen’s number. “Hello?” came the older 
lady’s voice. 
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“Hi, Carol.” Quickly she explained about seeing the thief 
steal the antique ring on the video. 

“Oh, that old thing?” Carol interrupted with a laugh. “Of 
course I knew it was gone. It was just costume jewelry, glass and 
gilt. It was completely worthless, which is why I didn’t report it 
missing. It just looked flashy. I kept it because I knew a thief who 
didn’t know what he was doing would go for it, and I wouldn’t 
be out any money. Thanks for letting me know, though, dear. 
Have a lovely evening.” 

Amused, Maggie hung up and turned back to James. “Now 
I’m ready.” 

They strolled down the damp streets toward the park. The 
setting sun hid behind wispy clouds with no hint of additional 
storms. Businesses had closed for the night, and only a few people 
lingered on the streets. 

She heard the high school band playing “The Stars and 
Stripes Forever” in the park, and suddenly the sky lit up ahead 
of them with a splash of red, white, and blue. 

“Looks like the fireworks have started,” James said. 

“Then our friends are waiting, so we should hurry.” She 
picked up speed, and they soon reached the park entrance. 

Lights strung between booths glowed over the area, illumi- 
nating visitors who had brought lawn chairs and blankets. The 
varied colors added to the celebratory atmosphere. 

June rose from a yellow chair sitting outside Daisy’s booth 
and waved her arms excitedly. 

“She looks like she can’t wait to hear about your day,” James said. 

“And I can’t wait to tell her and all the ladies about it.” 

James took her arm, stopping her. “I know solving a mystery 
is exciting, but after all the danger you were in today, I want to 
encourage you to try to be more careful in the future. And perhaps 
next time you could just let the police handle it?” 
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She knew he worried about her, and there was no denying 
that she’d had some close calls. But if her friends needed her help 
again, she wouldn’t let them down. 

“Hey,” she replied, grinning at him. “I don’t go looking for 
these mysteries. They find me. And you know I can never say 
no to a friend in need.” 

“That's what I knew you'd say, Maggie Watson,” James said 
with a chuckle. “Exactly what I knew you would say.” 


ISR 


crets ane 
mish Diary fF) 


Learn more about Annie’s fiction books at 


AnniesFiction.com 


We've designed the Annie’s Fiction 
website especially for you! 


Access your e-books + Read sample chapters »- Manage your account 


Choose from one of these great series: 


Amish Inn Mysteries Chocolate Shoppe Mysteries 
Annie's Attic Mysteries Creative Woman Mysteries 
Annie’s Mysteries Unraveled Hearts of Amish Country 
Annie's Quilted Mysteries Secrets of the Castleton Manor Library 
Annie's Secrets of the Quilt Victorian Mansion Flower Shop Mysteries 


Antique Shop Mysteries 


What are you waiting for? Visit us 
now at AnniesFiction.com! 


Pe ee ee 
j >} ’ P - ‘ ? / ie 
= = wm. od tei a oe 
fe i? : Y a 
PRON. se be ri ST # 
, “ r Ve =) 
: coy ft 3] 


- aft = - — S 
a ta ‘Ts .U VSR NE a mgsri> ongrriae re a ‘ 
| . aoe - 


seems 22 so9 2 sesrit bo site| 
ibe 


tm Liphey 04 aeegeycangit oe: 


- 
a} 
eri 


=] 


| : 
V : “a » 7 7 

paeiTyyh (isle NA sation) _ 

j K - = 

y 7 sifujic> saidlle 1 ght : 7 alg 
a > ” 7 aed 
7 

: 

s 


yaa ow: ‘ite iy rs) sitio etary mE nat! 
semen nega aioe 1a cay. mins 


a 


ez v ia grein ' 


- erro, so esin 


rT 


7; 


\y 


(continued from the front flap) 


Determined to root out the identity of the killer 
and ensure a safe holiday weekend for her friends 
and fellow townsfolk, Maggie learns that the 
victim was interested in two specific items at 

the auction: a pair of sprockets and a carpetbag. 
Both items appear to have connections to a 
mysterious previous owner with ties to the town. 


As Maggie follows the clues, she starts to question 
whether the antique items the murder victim 
coveted might hold more secrets than just their 
origin. Armed with determination and the fierce 
desire for justice, Maggie and her friends set out 
to track down the killer while danger looms close 
behind. Can they uncover the truth before another 
unsuspecting victim is going, going, gone? 


Susan Sleeman is a best-selling author of 
inspirational romantic suspense and mystery novels. 
She lives in Oregon with her husband, who is a 
church music director. They have two beautiful 
daughters, a terrific son-in-law, and an adorable 
grandson. 


Join Maggie Watson in the charming town of Somerset Harbor on the 
coast of Maine as she unearths a treasure trove of antiques and adventure. 

After inheriting the Carriage House Antiques shop and Sedgwick Manor, 

a nineteenth-century Colonial Revival, Maggie finally understands exactly — 
what her beloved aunt meant when she said, “antiques are filled with 
stories—secrets just waiting to be discovered.” 


Maggie and the lively members of the historical society set out to we 
mysteries that have been tucked away for centuries in antiques, artifacts, and 
heirlooms as rare and unique as the tales they hold. Enjoy the thrill of the 
hunt with Maggie and her new friends as they reveal shocking secrets and 
heartwarming truths that have long been hidden in these relics of the past. 


